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BIOGRAPHICAl UITRODTOTION. 



WiMTHROP Macewobth Prakd was born in 1802, la 
London, vhere his parents were connected with a great 
banking house which still reiuains in the famil/. At a 
very early age he was placed at Eton, where Henry 
Nelson Coleridge, John Moultrie and others who have 
since been distinguished in literature or in political af- 
fairs were his schoolfellows. With Moultrie he set up 
The Etonian, one of the cleverest and moat spirited 
undergraduate magazines ever sent from a college. To 
this he was the largest contributor, and its success was 
so great that it went through four editions, and estab- 
lished for him a reputation for extraordinary precocious 
talent. From Eton he went to IVinity College, Cam- 
bridge, where he carried away an unprecedented number 
of prizes for Greek and Latin odes and epigrams and 
English poems. On leaving the university he settled 
in London, and soon after became associated with T. B. 
Macaulay, Hookham Frere, and others, in the conduct 
of Knight's Quarterly Magazine, of which his articles 
were the life and main attraction. This miscellany be- 
ing discontinued, he wrote a large number of playful 
lyrics for the New Monthly Magazine and the illustrated 
annuals, and pungent political satires for the journals. 

In youth he shared the liberalism of Southey, but like 
the laureate he became conservative while advandng 
into manhood. The abilities he displayed in public con- 
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Tl BIOORAPHIOAL INTRODUCTION. 

troveiay induced his election to the House of Commons, 
and hQ,waa a member for Aylesbury, St. Germ&ins and 
Yarmouth, in three successive Parliaments. Though a 
love of ease, and social propensities, prevented the best 
cultivation of his powers, and the quick seizure of each 
opportunity, necessary to eminence in politics, he did 
enough to justify the earnest anticipations of his friends, 
and to earn for himself the title of a "rising man." He 
held the place of Secretary of the Board of Control, from 
December in 1834 to April in 1835, and other offices, in 
higher series, promised to reward his continuance in 
piiblio life. At this period his early friend Moultrie, who 
had entered the ministry of the Established Church, ad- 
dressed him in the following sonnets : 



In jonth snii eariy manhood thou and I 

ThroQgh this world's path walked blithely Bide by aide, 

Unlike, and Jet by kindred aims allied, 



Apart, diaseven 


d by a apace aa w 
alma which heave 


de 


Ai the blank re 


and earth divide, 


And widening 


ay by daj continn 
ken the aweet Mus 


.'.'';«,. 


£i.cb halh foT»a 


For cares more 


eriona ; thou for wordy Btrift 


And aenatorial 


oils,— how unlike 




Who lead the « 


untry psBtor'e humble life, 




area with jove de 


led to thioe. 


Feir children oe 


d a loved ^a lovi 


gwife. 


So aang I all an 


witting of the priH 
snwhSe hadst wo> 




Which tbon me 


and weareat now. 


The fiureat garl 


nd that en wreathes thy hrow. 


Crowned thonff 
And manhood'^ 
With well-eam 


h it be for youlh'a 




virtuea, by the good and wine, 
>d laurel 1 bave witnessed h?w 


Thy wliole heart honors the bleet 




How well beeon 


B thee thia world' 




And gladlier no 


w doth my mind'B 




On thv bright 


ome,— thy breathi 


g-limes of rest 



In the fond btlier'g and the husband's brei\s(, 
ThM on thy well-waged atrifta with feotious foM 
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fiBAPBIDlL IHTBODDCTION. 



Id yoath's trnpttnooB <Uyi thj hiivi «u wutd, 

ttn toDgne iiiich«<^ed, thi^ spirit bold wid higb, 

■With such Wind loal for mi»-c»lled libertj, 

l^it friend ind fbe looked on tboe with ■Urm. 

But Bince miturer tsud dispelled the diatiD 

And weaned thee from thy Bret ldi>l«»rj, 

With what foal gibea doth faction'! spitefU ttj. 

Venting its lage aroand thee, Ehriek and awana : 

Eecreant or renegade, the mildoat name 

With which they greet thee ; but thy heart meinwhUe 

la pnrs beyond the reach of venal blame, 

Free, Ann, nnstained by BBlflshneaa or guile, 

Too noble for even party to defile : 

Xrthoa art fiuthleaa, let me be tlu mum. 

In the autumn of 1B38 the health of the young com- 
tnoner began to decline, and he gave up his employmenta 
and his ambitions, to retire into his home and prepare 
for death ; and on the fifteenth of July, 1839, he died, in 
the thirty-seTenth year of hia age. 

He writer of this preface, while a boy, was accus- 
tomed to read with delight the pieces of Praed as they 
appeared in our periodicals, and when news came of the 
poet's death, he directed the importation of a copy of 
hia works, and was Huq)rised with the information that 
they had never been oollected ; but the bookseller who 
had ordered them from London — Mr. Langley, whose 
store was then in the Astor House — readily undertook 
the publication of as naany of his compositions as were 
accessible in old souvenirs and magazines, and the result 
was the only volume of them hitherto printed — a volume 
which now has become rare, so that Miss Mitford states, 
in the recently published Reminiscences of her Life, that 
she procured it with considerable difficulty. 

The merits of Praed are peculiar and very great Aa 
a writer of vert de todett he is without an equal among 
English authors. Nothing can be more graceful, natu- 
ral, and agreeable, than his Every Day Characters ; wb 
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Tiii aiOQRAFHIOAI. INTROD VIOK. 

Gad nowhere a more brilliant play of faticj tiian in Lil- 
lian and hia other arabesq^ue storiea, in vhioh the moal 

curious rural superstitions are embroidered so deftly on 
the feelings of the drawing room ; and perhaps there is 
no other example in which a humor so quiet, airy and 
delidouB, is so happily interblent with moving tender- 
ness, as in JosepMne, and many of his other apparently 
careless yet really most exquisitely finished productions. 
This humorous melancholy, this gayety, with undertones 
of sadneas, is perhaps our author's chief distinction. 

The present edition of these poems is much more full than 
any hitherto published, and it may have tlie effect of in- 
ducing some English publisher to give ua a complete 
collection of the works of an author whose carelessness 
of his literary reputation should not deprive the world 
of one of the most charming books for which any writer 
of our time has furnished materiaL 

B. T. 6. 

New York, Aprii, 1852. 
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POEMS BY W. M. PRAED. 



LILLIAN.* 



Thkrk was a dragon in Arthur's time, 

When dragons and griffins vere voted "prime," 

Of monstrous reputation : 
Up and down, and far and wide, 
He roamed about in his scaly pride ; 
And ever, at mom and even-tide, 
He made sudi rivers of blood to run 
As allocked the sight of the blushing sun, 

And deluged h&lf the nation, 

• This poem appaared ori^n»ny mtii the following tdvertiMmeDt. 

" Teh reader is reqnsBteti to believe thiC the rollowing statement ii 
Uteielly true ; bewiue the vriCer ia well kwire th*t the cinunutanoM 
under vrhich Lillian w*i oompoaed are the only Bource of its merits, 
■nd the only apology for iU &alta. At a amall party tt Cunbridce, 
Mme malioioiu beUea endeavored to oonfonnd their Bonaetteering 
(Kenda, by aettjug oniutalliglble and ineiplioable Biibjecti for the «ier- 
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14 LILLIAtr. 

It was a pretty monster, too. 

With a crimson bead, and a body blue. 

And wings of a wann and delicate hue, 

Like the glow of a deep carnation : 
And the terrible tail that lay behind, 
Reached out so far as it twisted and twined. 
That a couple of dwarfs, of wondrous strength, 
Bore, when he travelled, the horrible length, 

Like a Duke's at the coronation. 
His mouth had lost one ivory tooth. 
Or the dragon' had been, in very sooth, 

No insignificant charmer ; 
And that — alas ! he had ruined it, 
When on new-year's day, in a hungry fit, 
He swallowed a tough and a terrible bit — 
Sir Lob, In his brazen armor. 
Swift and light were his steps on the ground. 
Strong and smooth was his hide around. 
For the weapons which the peasants flung 
Ever unfelt or unheeded rung. 



and Qio folloiring was aa attempt to eiplmn the riddle. The psrtlalltT 
with whicli it had been honored in manuscript, and the ft^qneot ap- 
pUcatlODB whii^ have been made to the sathor for copiea, mnet be liia 
eicnae for having a few impreasIoDs stracl off for private circulntion 
among Mb frieuds. It was written, howaver, with the aole view of 
amnaiiig the ladies in vhose rarde the idea originated ; and to them, 
wilh all dne hamllitj and devotion, It Is inscribed. 
"Tbinitt Collioe, CiuBfiiDflK, OctoitT S8, ISSS." 
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LILLIAV, 

Arrow, and stone, and ^ear, 
As snow o'er Cynthia's window flita, 
Or raillery of twenty wits 

On a fool's unshrinking ear. 

In many a battle the beast had been, 

Manj a blow he had felt and given : 
Sir Bigore came with a menacing mien, 

But he sent Sir Digore straight to Heaven ; 

Staff and stour were the arms he wore, 
Huge the sword he was wont to clasp ; 

But the sword waa little, the armor brittle, 
^-ocked in the coil of the dragon's grasp. 

He came on Sir Florice of Sesaeny Land, 

Pretty Sir Florice from over the sea, 
And^ smashed him all as he stepped on the sand. 

Cracking his head like a nut from the tree. 
No one till now, had found, 1 trow, 

Any thing good in the Boen<ted youth. 
Who had taken much pains to be rid of his bnuns, 

Before they were sought by the dragon's tooth. 

He came on the Sheriff of Hereford, 

As he sat him down to his Sunday dinner ; 
And the Sheriff he spoke but this brief word : 

" St. Francis, be good to a corpulent sitmer !" 
Fat was he, as a Sheriff might he. 

From the crown of his head to the tip of his toe ; 
But the Sheriff was small, or nothing at all, 

When put in the jaws of the dragon foe. 
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16 LILLIIV. 

He cune on the Abbot of Arnond&le, 

As he kneeled him down to bis morning derotioii; 
But the dragon be shuddered, and turned bis tail 

About, "with a short uneasy motion." 
Iron and steel, for an earlj meal, 

He stomached with ease, or the Muse is a liar; 
But out of all question, he faUed in digestion, 

If ever he ventured to swallow a &iar! 

Monstrous brute ! — his dread renown 

Made whispers and terrors in country and town ; 

Kothing was babbled by boor or knight, , 

But tales of his civic appetite. 

At last, as after dinner he lay. 

Hid from the heat of the solar ray, ■ 

By boughs that had woven an arbor shady, 

He chanced to fall in with the Headless Lady. 

Headless ! alas ! 't was a pil«ous gibe ; 

I'll drink Aganippe, and then describe. 

Her father had been a stout yeoman, 
Fond of Ms jest and fond of his can. 

But never over-wise ; 
And once, when his cups had been many and deep, 
He met with a dragon fast asleep, 

T was a faery in disguise : 
In a dragon's form she had riden the storm. 

The realm of the sky invading ; 
Sir Grahame's ship was stout and fast, 
But tlie faery came on the rushing blast, 
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And nhivered the sails, and shivered Uie mast, 
Atid down vent the gallant ship at last, 

Witli All the crew and lading. 
And the &j laughed out to see the rout, 

Aa the last dim hope was fading ; 
And this she had done in a love of fun, 

And a love of masquerading. 
She lay that night in a sunny vale. 
And the yeoman found her sleeping ; 
Fiercely he smote her glittering toil. 
But oh ! his courage began to fail, 

When the faery rose all weeping. 
" Thou hast lopped," she said, " beshrew thine hand !— 
The &irest foot in faery land 1 

" Thou hast an infant in thine home ! 
Never to her shall reason come, 

For weeping or for wail. 
Till she shall ride with a fearless face 

On a living dragon's scale. 
And fondly clasp to her heart's embrace 

A living dragon's tail." 
The faery's form from his shuddering sight 
Flowed away in a stream of light. 

Disconsolate that youth departed, 

Disconsolate and poor ; 
And wended, chill and broken-hearted, 

To his cottage on the moor ; 
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18 LILLIAH. 

S&dlj- and silentl; he knelt 

His lonely hearth be^de ; 
Alas ! how desolate he felt 

As he hid his face and cried. 
The cradle where the babe was laid 

Stood in its own dear nook, 
But long— how long! he knelt, and prayed, 

And did not dare to look. 
He looked at last ; hia joy was there, 
And slumbering with that placid air 
Which only babea and angels wear. 
Over the cradle he leaned his head ; 
The cheek was warm, and the tip was red : 
And he felt, he felt, as he saw her lie, 
A hope — which was a mockery. 
The babe unclosed her eye's pale lid : — 
Why doth he start from the sight it bid } 
He had seen in the dim and fitful ray. 
That the light of the soul hath gone away I 
Sigh nor prayer he uttered there, 
hi mute and motionless despaJr, 
But he laid him down beside his child, 
And Lillian saw him die — and smiled. 
He mother 1 she had gone before ; 
And in the cottage on the moor. 
With none to watch her and caress, 
No arm to clasp, no voice to bless, 
The witlesa child grew up alone, 
And made all Nature's book her owd. 
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LILLIAN. 

I^ in the warm and passionate hour 
When ReasoQ sleeps in Fancy's bower, 
If thou hast ever, ever felt 
A dream of delicate beauty melt 

Into the heart's recess, 
Seen by the soul, and seen by the mind. 

But indistinct its loveliness, 
Adored, and not defined; 
A bright creation, a shadowy ray, 
Fading and flitting in mist away, 
Nothing to gaze on, and nothing to hear, 
But something to cheat the eye and ear 
With a fond conception and joy of both, 
So that you might, that hour, be loth 
To change for some "one's sweetest kiss 
The visions of unenduring bliss, 
Or lose some one's sweetest tone, 
The murmur thou drinkest all alon»— 
If such a vision hath ever been thine, 
Hiou hast a heart that may look on raine ! 

For, oh ! the light of my saddened theme 

Was lilce to naught but a poet's dream, 

Or the forms that come on the twilight's wing. 

Shaped by the soul's imagining. 

Beautiful shade with her tranquil air, 

And her thin white arm, and ber flowing hair, 

And the light of her eye so boldly obscure. 

And the hue of her cheek so pale and pure ! 

Reason and thought she had never known, 

Her heart was as cold as a heart of atone ; 
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20 LILLIAN. 

So you might guess' from her eyes' dim rays, 
And her idiot laugh, &nd her vacant gaze. 
She wandered about all lone on the heather, 
She and the wild heath-birds together; 
For Lillian seldom spoke or smiled, 
But she sang as sweet as a little child. 
Into her song her dreams would throng, 

Silly, and wild, and out of place ; 
And yet that wild and roving song 

Entranced the soul in its desolate grace. 
And hence the story had ever run, 
That the fairest of dames was i headless one. 

The pilgrim m his foreign weeds 

Would falter in his prayer ; 
And the monk would pause in his half-told beada 

To breathe a blessing there ; 
The knight would loose his vizor-clasp, 
And drop the rein from his nerveless grasp, 
And pass his hand across his brow 
With a sudden sigh, and a whispered vow, 
And marvel Flattery's tale was told, 
From a lip so young to an ear so cold. 
She had seen her sixteenth' winter out, 
"When she met with the beast I was singing about : 
The dragon, 1 told you, had dined that day j 
So he gazed upon her as he lay, 
Earnestly looking, and looking long, 
"With his appetite weak and his wonder strong. 
Silent he lay in his motionless coil ; 
And tiie song of the lady was sweet the while : — ■ 
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" Nonny Nonny ! I hear it float, 
Innocent bird, thy tremulouB note ; 
It comes from thy home in the ^lantine, 
And I stay this idle song of mine, 
Nonny Nonny 1 to listen to thine ! 

" Nonny Nonny ! * Lillian singa 
The sweetest of all Kving things I' 
So Sir Launcelot averrecl ; 
But surely Sir I<aunoelot never heard 
Nonny Nonny t the natural bird !" 

The dragon he lay in mute amaze, 

Till something of kindness crept into his gaze; 

He drew the flames of his nostrils in, 

He veiled his claws with their speckled skin, 

He curled his fangs in a hideous smile; 

And the song of the lady was sweet the while : — 

" Nonny Nonny 1 who shall tell 
Where the summer breezes dwell 1 
IJghtly and brightly they breathe and blow. 
But whence they come and whither they go, 
Nonny Nonny! who shall knowl 

" Nonny Nonny ! 1 hear your tone^ 
But 1 feel ye cannot read mine own ; 
And I lift my neck to your fond embraces, 
But who hath seen in your resting-places, 
Nonny Nonny ! your beautiM faces t" 
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33 LILLIAN. 

A moment ! and the dragon oame 

Crouching down to the peerless dame, 

With his fierce red eye ao fondly shining, 

And his terrible tail so meekly twining, 

And the scales on his huge limbs gleaming o'er, 

Gayer than ever they gleamed before. 

She had won his heart, while shfi charmed his ear, 

And Lillian smiled, and knew no fear. 

And see, she mounts between his wings ; 

(Never a queen had a gaudier throne,) 
AnJfeery-like she sits and sings, 

Guiding the steed with a touch and a tone, 
Aloft, aloft in the clear blue ether. 
The dame and the dragon they soared together ; 
He bore her away on the breath of the gale— 
The two little dwarfs held fast by the tiul. 

Fanny! a pretty group for drawing ; 

My dragon like a war-horse pawing. 

My dwar& in a fright, and my girl in an attitude, 

Patting the beast in her soulless gratitude. 

There ; you may try it if you will, 

While I drink my coffee and nib my quill. 



The sun shone out on hill and grove ; 

It was a glorious day, 
The lords and ladies were making love. 

And the clowns were making hay ; 
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Bat die town of Brentford marked with vender 

A lightning in the sky, and thunder, 

And thinkingCt was a thinking town) 

Some prodigy was coming down, 

A mighty mob to Merlin went, 

To leam the cause of thia portent ; 

And he, a wizard sage, but comioal. 

Looked through his glasses astronomies, 

And puzzled every foolish soonco 

By this oracular response ; 

"Note the slayer doth not tlay, 

Wedhieu flings her fiar away, 

Power hears Hit poieerltu, 

Pity ridee the pitiUsa ; 

Art ye hvtrt ? are ye bravt ! 

Hear yt this, and Mtk, and tave / 
Se &al ta&uld wed tht lovelitit maid. 

Must don tht stouttit mail, 
For the ridtr shall never he sound in the head. 

Till the ridden be maimtd in tht tail, 
ffey diddU didMe ! tht cat and thtflddle I 
None but tht lover can read me my riddle /" 

How kind art thou, and oh ! how mighty, 
Cupid 1 thou son of Aphrodite ! 
By thy sole aid in old romance, 
Heroes and heroines sing and dance ; 
Of cane and rod there's little need ; 
They never learn to read or write ; 
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24 LILLIAS. 

Yet often, by tlij sudden light, 

Enamored damea contrive to write ; 

And often, in tbe hour of need. 

Enamored youths contrive b> read. 

(I make a small digression here : 

I merely mean to make it clear. 

That if Sir i^lamour had wit 

To read and oonatnie, bit by bit, 

All that the wizard had eipressecl, 

And start conjectures on the rest, 

Cupid had sharpened his discerning, 

Hie little god of love and learning.) 

He revolved in his bed what Merlin had said. 

Though Merlin had labored to scatter a veil on't ; 
And found out the sense of the tail and the head 

Though none of his neighbors could make head or 
tail on't. 
Sir Eglamour was one o' the best 

Of Arthur's table round ; 
He never set his spear in rest, 

But a dozen went to the ground. 
Clear and warm as the lightning flame, 
His valor from his father came, 

His cheek was like his mother's *, 
And his hazci eye more clearly shone 
Than any I ever have looked upon. 

Save Fanny's and two others! 
With his spur so bright, and his rein so light, 

And his steed so swift eind ready ; 
And his skilful sword, to wound or ward, 

And his epear so sure and steady; 
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He bore him like a British knight 

From London to Penzance ; 
Avenged all weeping women's slight, 

And mode all giants dance. 
And he had travelled &r Irom home. 

Had worn a mask at Venice, 
Had kissed the Bishop's toe at Rome, 

And beat the French at tennis : 
Hfflioe he had man; a courtly plajr, 

And jeerings and jibes in plenty, 
And he wrote more rhymes in a single day 

Than Byron or Bowles in twenty. 

He clasped to his side his sword of pride, 
Tfiw sword, whose native polish vied 

With many a gory stain ; 
Keen and bright as a meteor-light ; 
But not so keen and not so bright^ 

As Moultrie's* jesting vein. 
And his shield he bound his arm around. 
His shield, whose dark and dingy round, 

Naught human could get through ; 
Heavy and thick as a wait of brick, 
But not so heavy and not so thick 

As Roberts's Review.f 

*Kev. John Honltrie, who, in 18£S, (when mtnj xataoMtaifX oa- 
jiat of " LilllMi" ware In etreoktion,) wrolo botob bMntUbl md p«k- 
MMia lyiiOB, lome of wLi^ ftppeand in Knight's QnuUdj Vtgf^ia- 

t " 1^ Qnndmotliei'* &efi«v— the Britisli."— Dm Ahm. Bobvt* 
wu tlu e^tor.— Fidt Bj/rofCi ctltbraltd Litttr la Ain. 
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With a smile and a jest he set out on the quest, 

Clad in his stoutest mail, 
With his helm of the beet, and his spear in the rest, 

To flay the dragon's tail. 

The warrior travelled wearily, 

Many a league and many a mile; 
And the dragon sailed in the clear blue sky ; 

And the song of the lady was sweet the while :— 

"My steed and I, my steed and I, 
On in the path of the winds we fly, 
And I chase the planets that wander at even. 
And bathe my hair in the dews of heaven ! 
Beautiful stars, so thin and bright, 
Exquisite visions of vapor and light, 
I love ye all with a sist«r's love, 
And I rove with ye wherever ye rove. 
And 1 drink your changeless, endless song. 
The music ye make as ye wander along ! 
Oh ! let me be, as one of ye, 
Floating for aye on your liquid sea; 
And 111 feast with you on the purest rain, 
To oool my weak and wildered brain. 
And I'll give you the loveliest lock of my hair 
For a little spot in your realm of Eur !" 

^e dragon came down when the morn shone bright, 

And slept in the beam of the sun ; 
Fatigued, no doubt, with his airy flight, 

Afl I with my jlnglmg one. 
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With such a monstrous sdversMy 
Sir Eglsmour was for too weary 

To think of bandyiog knocks ; 
He came on bia foe as still as death, 
Walking on tiptoe, and holding his breath, 
And instead of drawing his sword from bis sheath, 

He drew a pepper-box ! 
He pepper was as hot as flame, 

The box of a wondrous aizej 
He gazed one moment on the dame, 
Theit, with a sure and steady aim 
Full in the dragon's truculent phiz 
He flung the scorching powder — whiz I 

And darkened both his eyes ! 

Have you not seen a little kite 
Hushing away on its paper wing, 
To mix with the wild wind's quarrelling t 
Vp it soars with an arrowy flight, 

nil, weak and unsteady, 

Tom by the eddy, 
It dashes to earth from its hideous height 1 
Such was the rise of the beast in his p^. 
Such was his ialling to earth again; 
Upward he shot, but he saw not bis path, 
Blinded with pepper, and blinded with wrath ; 
One struggle — one vain one — of pain and emotion I 
And he shot back again, like " a bird of the ocean 1" 
Long he lay in a trance that day, 
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And alu ! he did not wake be&ra 
The cruel knight with skill aad might. 
Had lopped and flayed iikd tiul he wwe. 

Twelve hours by the chime he lay in his slime, 

More utterly blind, I trow, 
Than a Polypheme in the olden time, 

Or a politician now. 
He sped, as soon as he could see. 
To the Paynim bowers of Rosalie ; 
For there the dragon had hope to cure, 
By the tinkling rivulets, ever pure, 
By the glowing sun, and fragrant gale, 
His wounded honor and wounded tail ! 
He hied him away to the perfumed spot : 
Tlie little dwarfs clung — where the tail was not! 
The damsel gazed on that young knight, 
Wilh somethbg of terror, but more of delight; 
Much she admired the gauntlets he wore, 
Much the device that his buckler bore, 
Much the feathers that danced on his crest, 
But most the boldrick that shone on his tveut. 
She thought the dragon's pilfered scale 
Was fairer far than the warrior's mtil, 
And she lifted it up with her weak white »nD, 
Unconscious of its hidden charm, 
And round her throbbing bosom tied, 
bi mimiory of warlike pride. 

Gone is the spell that bound her I 
Tba talisman hath touched her heart, 
And she leaps with a fearful and &wn-like start 
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As the shades of ^imorj depart— 
Strange thoughts are ^onnering round hw ; 
Deeper and deeper her chedc is glowing, , 

Quidcer and quicker her brekth is flowing, 
And her eye gle&ma ovt ftom iti long daric lukH, 
Fast and fiill, unnatniKl flaahaa ; 

For hurriedly and wild 
IDoth Reason poor h« Inddai trcuurea^ 
Of human griefe, and human plaaauroa. 

Upon her new4bund ehild. 
And " oh !" she lailli, " my ^liiit doth seem 
To have risen to-day from a plMsant drewn ; 
A long, long dream — but I feel it breaking 1 
Painfully sweet is the throb of waking ;" 
And theu she laughed, and wept again : 
While, gazing on her heart's first rain, 
Bound in its turn by a magio dialo, 

The silent youth stood there : 
Never had eithw been so bleat ;-— 
Ton that are young may picture the rest, 

You that are young and fair. 
Never before, on this warm land, 
Came Love and Reason hand in hand. 
When you are blest, in childhood's years 
With the brightest hopes and the lightest feara, 
Have you not wandered in your dream, 

Where a greener glow was on the ground, 

And a clearer breath in the air around, 
And a purer life in the gay sunbeam, 
And a tremulous murmur in every tree. 
And a motionless sleep on the quiet sea } 
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And have ;ou not lingered, lingered stiD, 
AU unfettered in tlicmght and will, 

A fur and cherished boy ; 
tJnti] you felt it pwn to part 
from the wild creations of your art, 
Until your young and innocent heart 

Seemed bursting with its joy 1 
And then, oh then, batfa your waking eye 
Opened in all ita vcstacy, 
And seen your mother leaning o'er you, 
The loved and loving one that bore you. 
Giving her own, her fond caress, 
And looking her eloquent tendemese? 
Waa it not heaven to fiy from the scene 
Where the heart in the vision of night had been. 
And drink, in one -o'erflo wing kiss, 
Tour deep reality of bliss i 
Such was LiLLiui's passionate madness, 
Such was the calm of her waking gladness. 
I^ough ! my tale is all too long : 
Tair children, if the trifling song, 

That flows for you to-night, 
Hath stolen from you one gay laugh. 
Or given your quiet hearts to quaff 

One cup of young delight, 
Pay ye the rhymer for bis toils 
In the coinage of your golden smUes, 
And treasure up his idle verse. 
With the stories ye loved from the lips of your norso. 
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Whkki foams and flows the glorious Bhine, 

Many a ruin wan and gray 
O'erlooks the corn-field and the vine, 

Majestic in its dark decay. 
Among their dim clouda, long ago, 
Tbey mocked the battles that raged below. 
And greeted the guests in arms that came, 
With hissing arrow, and scalding flame : 
But there is not one of the homes of pride 
That frown on the breaat of the peaceful tide, 
Whose leafy walls more proudly tower 
Than these, the walls of Belmont Tower. 

Where foams and fiows the glorious Bhine, 

Many a fierce and fiery lord 
Did carve the meat, and pour the wine, 

For all that revelled at hia board. 
Father and son, they were all alike. 
Firm to endure, and &at to strike; 



»i by Google 



Kt THK BBIDAL OT BILHOKT. 

Little they loved but a Frau or a feast, 
Nothing they feared but a prayer or a priest ; 
But there was not one in all the land 
More trusty of heart, or more stout of hand, 
More valiant in field, or more courteous in bower, 
Than Otto, the Lord of Belmont Tower. 

Are you rich, single, and ' your Grace' 1 

I pity your unhappy case ; 

Before you leave your travelling carriage, 

The women have arranged your marriage j 

Where'er your weary wit may lead you, 

They pet you, praise you, fret you, feed you ; 

Consult your taste in wreaths and laces. 

And make you make their books at Baces, 

Your little pony, Tam O'Shanler, 

Is found to have the sweetest canter ; • 

Tour curricle is quite reviving. 

And Jane 's so bold when you are drivmg! 

Some recollect your father's habits, 

And know the warren, and the rabbits t 

The place is really princely — only 

They 're sure you '11 find it vastly lonely. 

You go to Cheltenham, for the waters, 

And meet the Countess and her daughters ; 

You take a cottage at Geneva — 

Lo ! Lady Anne and Lady Eva^ 

In horror of mother session, 

You just surrender at discretion, 

And live to curse die frauds of mothers, 

And envy all your younger brothers. 
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Count Otto boved. Count Otto smUed, 

When My Lady praised her darling child i 

Count Otto smiled, Count Otto bowed. 

When the child those pnuses disftvowed ; 

As a knight should gue Count Otto gazed, 

Where Bertha in all her beauty blazed ; 

As a knight should hear Count Otto heaid. 

When Liba sang like a foreat bird— 

But he thought, I trow, about aa long 

Of Bertha's beauty and Liba's song, 

As the son may think of the douda that play 

O'er hia radiant path on a aummer day> 

Many a maid had dreams of state, 

Aa the Count rode up to her lather's gate; 

Many a maid shed tears of pain, 

Ab the count rode back to his Tower again; 

But little he cared, aa it should seem, 

For the sad, sad tear, or the fond, fond dreun— 

Alone he lived — alone, and free 

As the owl that dwells in the hollow tree ; 

And the Baronesi said, and the Baron swore^ 

Hiere never was knight so shy before I 

It was almost the first of May : 
The sun all smiles bad passed away ; 

The moon was beautifully bright ; 
Earth, heaven, as usual in such cases, 
Looked up and down with happy fac^; 

In short, it was a charming night. 
And all alone, at twelve o'clock, 
Dm yeimg Count dambu^ down the rook, 
2» 
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Unftirled the sail, unchamed the oar, 

And pushed the shallop from the shore. 

The holiaess that sweet time flings 

Upon all human thoughts and things, 

When Sorrow checks her idle sighs. 

And care shut« fast her wearied e jes ; 

The splendor of the hues that plajred 

Fantastical o'er hill and glade, 

Aa verdant slope and barren cliff 

Seemed darting by the tiny skiff; 

Hie flowers, whose feint tips, here and there, 

Breathed out such fragrance, you might swetf 

That every soundless gale that fenned 

The tide came fresh from faitj land ; 

The music of the mountain rill, 

Leaping in glee from hill to hill, 

To which some wild bird, now and then. 

Made answer from her darksome gl«i — 

All this to him had rarer pleasure 

Than jester's wit or minstrel's measure; 

And, if yoo ever loved romancing, 

Or felt extremely tired of dancing. 

You will not wonder that Count Otto 

Left Lady Hildegonde's ridotto. 

What melody glides o'er the star-lit stream ? 

" Lurley ! Lurley !" 
Angels of grace ! does Ae young Count dream t 

" Lurley 1 Lurley !" 
Or is the scene indeed so feir 
That a nymph of the sea or a nymph of the air 
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Has left tbe home of her owd delight, 
To sing to our roses or rocks to-night } 

" Lurley ! Luriey !" 
Words there are none ; but the waves prolong 
The notes of that mysterious song ; 
He listens, and listens, and all around 
Ripple the echoes of that sweet sound — 

" Lurley ! Lurley !" 
No form appears on the river side ; 
No boat is borne on the wandering tide ; 
And the tones ring on, with naught to show 
Or whence they come or whither they go— 

" Lurley ! Lurley t" 
As fades one murmur on the ear, 
Iliere comes another, just as dear ; 
And the present is like to the parted strun 
As link to link of a golden chain : 

Lurley ! Lurley !" 
"Whether the voice be sad or gay, 
T were very hard for the Count to say ; 
But pale are his cheeks and pained his brow, 
And the boat drifts on he recks not how ; 
His pulse ia quick and his heart is wild. 
And be weeps, he weeps, like a little child. 

Oh mighty music! they who know 

The witchery of thy wondrous bow, 

Forget, when thy atrange spells have bound tliem 

The visible world that lies around them. 

When Lady Mary sings Rosini, 

Or stares at spectral Paganini, 
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To Lady Mary does it matter 
Who laugh, who love, who &owd, who flatter t 
Oh no ; she cannot heed or hear 
Eeoson or rhyme from prince or peer : 
In vain for her Sir Charles denounces 
The horror of the last new flounces ; 
In vain tiie Doctor does his duty 
- By doubting of her rival's beauty ; 
And if my Lord, as usual, raves 
About the sugar or the slaves, , 

Predicts the nation's future glories, 
And diante the requiem of the Tories, 
Good man ! she minds him just as much 
As Marshal Gerard minds the Dutch. 
Hid was the bright heaven's loveliness 

Beneath a sudden cloud, 
As a bride might doff her bridal dresa 

To don her funeral shroud ; 
And over flood, and over fell, 

With a wild and wicked shout, 
From the secret cell, where in chains they dwell, 

The joyous winds rushed out ; 
And the dark hills through, the thunder flew. 

And down the tierce hail came ; 
And from peak to peak the UghtaiDg threw 

Its shafts of liquid flame. 
The boat went down ; without delay, 
Ihe luckless boatman swooned away ; 
And when, as a clear Spring morning rose 
He woke in wonder from repose. 
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Tbe rinr -waa calm aa Uie rtver oould be, 

And the thnisti was awake on the gladaome tree, 

And there he lay, in a sunny cave, 

On tiie margin of the tranquil wave, 

Half deaf with that inibntal din, 

And wet, poor fellow, to tlie akin. 

He looked to the left and he looked to the right — 

Why hastened he not, the noble knight, 

To dry his aged nurse's tears, 

IV) calm the hoary butler's fear«, 

To listen to the prudent speeches 

Of half a dozen loquacious leediea— 

To swallow cordials circumspectly. 

And change his dnpping cloak direetly I 

With foot outstretched, with hand upraised. 

In vast surprise he gazed, and gazed : 

Within a deep and damp recess 

A maiden lay in her loveliness I 

Lived she 1 — in sootli 't were hard to tell, 

Sleep counterfeited Death so well. 

A shelf of the rook was all her bed ; 

A ceiling of crystal was o'er her head ; 

Silken robe, nor satin vest, 

Shrouded her form in its silent rest ; 

Only her long, long golden hair 

About her lay like a thin robe there ; 

Up to her couch the young knight crept; 

How very sound the maiden slept ! 

Fearful and &int the young knight sighed : 

The edkoee of the cave replied. 
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He leaned to look upon her face ; 

He (dosped her hand in wild embrace ; 

Never waa form of such fine mould — 

But the hands and the face were as white and oold 

Am the; of the Parian stone were made, 

To which, in great Minerva's shade, 

The Athenian sculptor's toUsome knife 

Gave all of loveliness but life. 

On her fair neck there seemed no stain, 

Where the pure blood coursed thro' the delicate vein ; 

And her breath, if breath indeed it were, 

Flowed in a current so soft and rare. 

It would scarcely have stirred the young moth's wing 

On the path of his noonday wandering ; 

Never on earth a creature trod, 

Half so lovely, or half bo odd. 

Count Otto stares tjll hia eyelids ache, 

And wonders when she '11 please to wake ; 

While Fancy whispers strange suggestions. 

And Wonder prompts a score of questions. 

Is she a nymph of another sphere "i 

Whence came she hither 1 — what doth she here 1 

Or if the morning of her birth 

Be registered on this our earth, 

Why hath she fled from her father's halls 1 

And where hath she left her cloaks and shawls 1 

There was no time for Reason's lectures. 

There was no time for Wit's conjectures ; 

He threw his arm, with timid baste, 

Around the maiden's slender waist, 
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And raised her up in a modeat VAy, 
From the cold, bare rook on which she ]»j. 
He was but & mile from his castle gate, 
And the lady was aosrcely fire stone weight ; 
He Btot>ped, in less than half an hour, 
With his beauteous burden, at Belmont Tower. 

G»y, I ween, was the chamber dressed, 

As the Count gave order for his guest ; 

But scarcel}' on the couch 'tis said. 

That gentle guest was fairly laid, 

When she opened at once her great blue eyet, 

And, ailer a glance of brief aurpiise. 

Ere she had spoken, and ere she had heard 

Of wisdom or wit a single word. 

She laughed so long, and laughed eo loud, 

That Dame Ulrica often vowed 

A dii^e is a merrier thing by half 

Than such a senseless, soulless laugh. 

Around the tower the elfin crew 

Seemed shouting in mirthful concert too; 

And echoed roof, and trembled rafler, 

With that unsentimental laughter. 

As soon as that droll tumult passed. 
The maiden's tongue, unchained at ]ast, 
Asserted all its female right. 
And talked and talked with all its might. 
Oh, how her low and liquid voice 
Made the rapt hearer's soul rejoice I 
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Twas full of itiose dear tones that start 

From iDDooent childhood's happy heart. 

Ere passion and sin disturb the well 

In whidi their mirth and musio dtfcU. 

But man nor master could make out 

What the eloquent maiden talked about; 

The things she uttered like did seem 

To the babbling waves of a limpid stream ; 

For the words of her speech, if words they might be, 

Were the words of a speech of a fiir countrie ; 

And when she had said them o'er and o'er, 

Count Otto understood no more 

Than you or I of the slang that falls 

From dukes and dupes at Tattersall's, 

Of Hebrew from a bearded Jew, 

Or metaphyucs from a Blue. 

Count Otto swore, (Count Otto's reading 

Might well have taught him better breeding,) 

That whether the maiden should lume or iret, 

The maiden should not leave him yet ; 

And BO he took prodigious pains 

To make her happy in her chains ; 

From Paris came a pair of cooka, 

From Gottingen a load of books ; 

From Venice stores of goi^eous suits. 

From Florence minstrels and their lutes; 

The youth himself had special pride 

In breaking horses for his bride; 

And his old tutor. Doctor Hermann, 

Was brought from Bonn to teach her German. 
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And thffte In her beauty and her gnoe 

He way w&rd maideD grew ; 
And every day, of her form or ftoe 

Some charm seemed freah and nev ; 
Over her Cold and colorless cheek 

The blush of the rose was «hed, 
And her quickened pulse began to speak 

Of human hope and dread I 
And soou she grasped the learned lor* 

The old gray peduit taught, 
And turned fnnn the volume to ez^dor* 

The hidden mine of thought. 
Alas ! her bliss was not the same 

As it was in other years, 
For with new knowledge sorrow came, 

And with cew passion tears. 
Oft, till the Count came up from wine, 

She would sit by the lattice high, 
And watch the windings of the Rhine 

With a very wistful eye; 
And oft on some rude cliff she stood, 

Her light harp in her hand. 
And stUl as she looked on the gurgling flood. 

She sang of her native land. 
And when Count Otto pleaded well 

For priest, and ring, and vow. 
She heard the knight that fond tale tell, 

With a pale and pensive brow : 
" Henceforth my spirit may not sleep, 

As ever till now it slept; 
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Hencefortlt mine ejea have learned to weep, 

As never till now they wepL 
Twelve mouths, dear Otto, let me griere 

For uij own, mj childhood's home, 
Where the sun at noon, or the frost at eve, 

Did never dare to oome; 
And when the Spring ita smiles recaUa, 

Thy maiden will resign 
The holy hush of her Other's halls 

For the stormy joys of thine." 
But where that lather's hall 1 — vun, vain I 

She threw her sad eyes down ; 
And if you dared to ask again. 

She answered with a &own. 

Some people have a knack, we know, 
Of saying things mal-a-propoa, 
And making all the world reflect 
On what it hates to recollect : 
They talk to mjaera of their heir. 
To women of the times tliat were, 
To ruined gamblers of the box, 
To thin defaulters of the stocks, 
To cowards of their neighbors' duels, 
To Hayne of Lady H.'s jewels, 
To poets of the wrong Review, 
And to the French of Waterloo. 
The Count was not of these ; he never 
Was half so clumsy, half so clever ; 
And when he found the girl had rather 
Bay nothing more about her father, 
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He changed the subject — told a fkble — 
Believed that dinner woa oa the tabl^- 
Or whispered, with an air of aoTrow, 
That it would surely rain to-morrow. 

The Winter storma went darkly by, 
And, from a blue and doudleas sky, 
Again the enn looked cheerfully 

Upon the rolling Rhine ; 
And Spring brought back to the budding flon 
Its genial light and freshening showers, 
And music to the shady bowers, 

And verdure to the vine. 

And DOW it was the First of May ; 
For twenty miles round all is gay ; 
Cottage and castle keep holiday ; 

For bow should sorrow lower 
On brow of rustic or of knight, 
When heaven itself looks all so bright, 
Where Otto's wedding feast is dight 

In the hall of Belmont Tower I 
Stately matron and warrior tall 
Come to the joyous festival ; 
Good Count Otto welcomes all, 

As through the gate they throng ; 
He fills to the brim the wasstul cup ; 
In the bright wine Pleasure sparkles up, 

And draughts and tales grow long ; 
But grizly knights are still and mute, 
And dames set down the uutasted ihiit. 
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When the bride takes up her golden Inte, 
And sings her solemn aong : 

" A voice ye hear not, in mine ear is raying ; 

What does the sad voice say i 
' Dost thou not heed ihj wearjr father's sighing 1 
Return, return to^y I 
Twelve moons haVe ftded now ] 
My daughter, where art thou? 

" Peace ! in the silent evening we will meet thee, 

Gray ruler of the tide ! 
Must not the lover with the loved one greet thee I 
The bridegroom with his bride t 
Deck the dim couch aright, 
The bridal couch tonight." 

The nurses to the children say 

That, as the maiden sang that day, 

The Rhine to the heights of the beetling tower 

Sent up a cry of fiercer power, 

And again the maiden's cheek was grown 

As white as ever was marble stone. 

And the bridesmaid her hand could hardly hold, 

Its fingers were so icy Cold. 

Eose Count Otto ftoto the feast, 

As entered the hall the hoary priest. 

A stalwart warrior, well I ween, 

That hoary priest in his youth had been ; 

But the might of his manhood he had given 

To peace and prayer, the Church and Heaven. 
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For he had tr»val1«d o'er land and irave ; 

He had kneeled <n nuny a martyr't grave ; 

He hod prayed In die meek St Jerome's oeUi 

And had tasted St. Antbony'i blessed veil. 

And r<eliques round his neck had he, 

Each worth a haughty kingdom's fe^— 

Scrapings of bones, and points of speara, 

And vi&Is of authentic tears — 

From a prophet's coffin a hallowed nail, 

And a precious shred of our Lady's reil ; 

And therefore at his aw&l tread, 

He powers of darkness shrank with dread ; 

And Satan felt that qo disguise 

Could hide him from those chastened eyes. 

He looked on the bridegro(»n, he looked on the bfide, 

Hie young Count smiled, but the old priest «ghed. 

" Fields wiUl the ftdier I have won ; 
I am come in my cowl to bless the scm ; 
Count Otto, ere thou bend thy knee, 
What shall the hire of my servioe bal" 

" Greedy hawk must gorge his prey. 
Pious priest mtiflt win his pay ; 
Name the guerdon, and so to the task : 
Thine it is, ere thy lips eaa a^" 

He frowned as he fnvwered — " Gold or gtm. 
Count Otto, little I reck of them ; 
But your bride has skill of the lute, they say : 
Let 1^ sing me the song I shall name today." 
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Loud laughed tiie Count: " And if sbe refuK 
The ditty, Sir Priest, thy vfaim shall chooaei, 
Row back to the house of old St. Goet ; 
I never hid priest to a bridal more." 

Beside the maiden he took his stand, 
He gave the lute to her trembling hand ; 
She gazed around with a troubled eye ; 
The guests all shuddered, and knew not why j 
It seemed to them as if a gloom 
Had shrouded all the banquet room, 
Though over its boards, and over its beams. 
Sunlight was glowing in merry streams. 

The stern priest throws an angry glance 
On that pale creature's countenaqce ; 
Unconsciously her white hand flings 
Its BOfl touch o'er the answering strings ; 
The good man starts with a sudden thrill, 
And half relents from bis purposed will ; 
But he signs the cross on his aching brow 
And arms his soul for its warfare now. 
" Mortal maid or goblin fairy, 
Sing me, I pray thee, an Ave-Mai^ I" 

Suddenly the maiden bent 
O'er Hie gorgeous instrument ; 
But of song, the listeners heard 
Only one wild, mournful word— 
" Lurley t Lurley I" 
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And when the sound, in Uie liquid ur. 

Of that brief hjmn hsd &ded, 
Nothing was left of the nymph who tiwre 

For a year had masqueraded ; 
But the harp in the midst of the iride hall set, 

Where her last strange word was spoken 1 
The golden frame with tears was wet, 

And all the strings were broken I 
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Tbk abbot arose, and closed lus book, 

And donned his sandal shoon, 
And vandered forth, alone, to look 

Upon the summer moon : 
A starlight sky was o'er hia head, 

A quiet breeze around ; 
And the flowers a thrilling iragrance shed, 

And the waves a soothing sound : 
It was not an hour, nor a scene, for aught 

But love and calm delight ; 
Yet the holy man had a cloud of thought 

On his wrinkled brow that night 
He gazed on the river that gurgled by. 

But he thought not of the reeds ; 
He clasped hia gilded rosary. 

But he did not tell (he beads; 
If he looked to the heaven, 'twas not to invoke 

The Spirit that dwelleth there ; 
If he opened his lips, the words they i^ke 

Had never the tone of prayer. 
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A pious priest might the abbot Mem, 
He had swaged the croaier well; 

But vh&t was the theme of the abbot'a dream, 
The abbot were loth to tell. 

Componiouless, for a mile or more, 

He traced the windings of the shore. 

Oh, beauteous is that river still, 

Aa it winds by many a sloping hill, 

And many a dim o'erarching grove, 

And many a flat and swmy cove. 

And terraced lawns, whose bright arcades 

Hie honeysuckle sweetly shades. 

And rocks, whose very crags seemed bowers, 

So gay they are with grass and flowers ! 

But the abbot was thinking of scenery, 

About as much in sooth. 
As a lover thinks of constancy, 

Or an advocate of truth. 
He did not mark how the skies in wratli 

Grew dark above his head ; 
He did not mark how the mossy patlt 

Grew damp beneath his tread ; 
And nearer he came, and still more near, 

To a pool, in whose recess 
The water had slept for many a year, 

Unchanged and motionless; 
From the river stream it spread away 

The space of a half a rood ; 
The surface had tbe hue of clay 

And the Borait of human blood ; 
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The trees and the herba that round it grew 

"Were TeDomous and foul ; 
And the birds that through the bushes flew 

Were the vulture and the owl ; 
The water was as dark and rank 
Aa ever a Company pumped ; 
And the perch, that was netted and laid on the bank, 

Grew rotten while it jumped: 
And bold was be who thither came 

At midnight, man or boy ; 
For the place was cursed with an evil name, 

And that name was " The Devil's Decoy t" 
The abbot was weary as abbot could be, 
And be sat down to rest on the stump of a tree. 
When suddenly rose a dismal tone — 
Was it a song, or was it a moan ? 
"Oh, ob! Ob, oh! 
Above, below ! . 
Lightly and brightly they glide and go ; 
The hungry and keen on the top are leaping. 
The lazy and fat in the depths are sleeping ; 
Fishing is fine when the pool is muddy, 
Broiling is rich when the coals are ruddy !" 
In a monstrous fright, by the murky light, 
He looked to the led and he looked to the right, 
And what was the vision close before him. 
That flung such a sudden stupor o'er him 1 
"Twas a sight to make the hair uprise, 

And the life-blood colder run: 
The startled priest struck both his thighs, 
And the abbey dook struck one 1 - 
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All alone, by the side of the pool, 

A toll man sat on a three-legged stool, 

Kicking his heels on die dewy sod. 

And putting in order his reel and rod; 

Red were the rags his shoulders wore, 

And a high red cap on his head he bore ; 

His arms and his legs were long and bare ; 

And two or three locis of long red hair 

Were tossing about his scraggy neck. 

Like a tattered flag o'er a splitting wreck. 

It might be Time, or it might be trouble, 

Had bent that stout back nearly double — 

Sunk in their deep and hollow sockets 

That blazing couple of Congreve rockets. 

And shrunk and shrivelled that tawny skin, 

Till it hardly covered the bones within. 

The line the abbot saw him throw 

Had been fitshioncd and fcrmed long ages ago. 

And the hsnda that worked his foreign vest 

Long ages ago had gone to their rest: 

You would have sworn, as you looked on them. 

He had fished in the flood with Ham and Sfaem ! 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of looks, 

As he took forth a bait from his iron box. 

Minnow or gentle, worm or fly — 

It seemed not such to the abbot's eye ; 

Giuly it glittered with jewel and gem, 

And its shape was the shape of a diadem. 

It was fastened a gleaming hook about. 

By a chain within and a chain without ; 
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The fiahenaan gave it a kidc And a Bpin, 
And the water fizzed as it tumbled in t - 

From the bowels of the earth, 
Strange and varied aounda had birth — 
Now tbe battle's burating peal, 
Neigh of steed, and clang of steel ; 
Now an old man's hollow groan 
Echoed from the dungeon stone ; 
Not the weak and wailing cij 
Of a stripling's agony ! 

Cold by this was the midnight air ; 

But the abbot's blood ram colder, 
When he saw a gasping knight lie there,. 
With a gash beneath his clotted hair, 

And a hump upon his shoulder. 
And the loyai churchman, strove in vain 

To mutter a Pater Noster ; 
For he who writhed in mortal pain 
Was camped that night on Bosworth plain — 

The cruel Duke of Glo'ater! 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of locks, 

Aa he took forth a btut from his iron box. 

It was a haunch of princely size, 

Filling with fragrance earth and skies. 

The corpulcttt abbot knew full well 

The swelling form, and the steaming smell ; 

Never a monk that wore a hood 

Could better have gueaaed the very wood 
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Where the noble hart hAd Blood at bay, 
Weary aad wounded, at dow of day. 

Sounded then the noisy glee 
Of a reyelling oompany — 
Sprightly story, wicked jest, 
Rated servuit, gre«ted guest. 
Flow of wine, and flight of oork; 
Stroke of knife, and thrust of fork : 
But, where'er the board was spread, 
Grace, I we^ was never said I 

Pulling and tugging the fishenban sat ; 

And the priest was ready to Tomit, 
When he hauled out a gentleman, fine and &% 
With a belly as big aa a brimming vaty 

And a nose as red as a comet. 
" A capital stew," the fisherman said, 

"With cinnamon and sherry!" 
And the abbot turned away his head, 
For his brother was lyiag before him dead, 

The mayor of St. Edmond's Bury ! 

There was turning of keys, and creaking of locki^ 

As he took forth a bait fivm his iron box : 

It was a bundle of beautiful things — 

A peacock's tail, and a butterfly's wings, 

A scarlet slipper, an auburn curl, 

A Dpantle of silk, and a bracelet of pearl. 

And a packet of lettera, irom whose sweet fold 

Such a stream of delicate odors rolled, 
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That tha abbot fell on Ms face, and fainted, 
And deemed hia spirit was half-wa; sainted. 

Sounds seemed dropping from the skies, 
Stifled whispera, sSiothered si^is. 
And the breath of vernal gftles, 
And the voice of nightingales ; 
But the nightingales were mute. 
Envious, when an unseen lute 
Shaped the music of its chords 
Into paffiion's thrilling words : 

" Smile, lady, smile ! — I will not set 
Upon my trow the coronet^ 
Till thou wilt gather roses white 

To wear around its gems of light. 
Smile, lady, amile ! — I will not see 
Rivers and Hastings bend the knee, 
Till those bewitching lips of thine 
Will bid me rise in bliss from mine. 
Smile, lady, smile!— for who would win 
A loveless throne through guilt and sint 
Or who would reign o'er vale and hill, 
If woman's heart were rebel atilll" 

One jerk, and there a lady lay, 

A lady wondrous fair; 
But the rose of her lip had faded away, 
And her cheek was as white and as cold as day, 
And torn was her raven hair. 
" Ah, oh !" said the fisher, in merry guise, 
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" Her gallant was hooked before ;" 
And the abbot heaTed eome piteous ughs, 
For oil he had blessed those deep blue eyea, 
Tha eyea of Miatress Shore ! 

There vaa turaing of keys, and creaking of lodu, 

As he took forth a bait from his iron box. 

Many the cunning sportaman tried, 

Many he flung with a frown aside ; 

A nainstrel's harp, and a miser's cheat, 

A hermit's cowl, and a baron's crest. 

Jewels of lustre, robes of price. 

Tomes of heresy, loaded dice, 

And golden cups of the brightest wine 

That ever was pressed from the Burgundy vine ; 

There was a perfume of sulphur and nitre, 

As he came at last to a bbhop's mitre I 

From top to toe the abbot shook, 

As the fisherman armed his golden hook ; 

And awfully were his features wrought 

By some dark dream or wakened thought. 

Look how the fearilil felon gazes 

On the scaffold his country's vengeance raises. 

When the lips are cracked and the jaws are dry 

With the thirst which only in death shall die ; 

Mark the mariner's frenzied frown 

As the swaling wherry settles down, 

When peril has numbed the sense and will. 

Though the hand and the foot may struggle still: 

Wilder far was tbe abbot's glance. 

Deeper far was the abbot's trance : 
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Fixed as a monument, still as air, 
He bent no knee, and he breathed no prayer ; 
But he signed — he knew not wh; or h(m — 
The sign of the Cross on his clammy brOT. 

There was turning of keys, and crealiiiig of locks, 
As he stalked away with his iron box. 
" Oh, ho ! Ob, ho ! 
The cock doth crow ; 
It is time for the fiaher to rise and go. 
I'air luck to the abbot, fair luck to the shrine ! 
He hath gnawed in twain my choicest line ; 
Let him swim to the north, let him swim to the south, 
Hie abbot will carry my hook in his mouth!" 

The abbot had preached for many years, 

With as dear articulatiorL 
As erer was heard in the House of Peers 

Against Emancipation ; 
His words had made battalions quaka^ 

Had roused the zeal of martyrs; 
He kept the court aa hour awake, 

And the king himself three quarters : 
But' ever, {torn, that hour, 'tis said, 

He:stammered and be stuttered, 
As if an axe went through bis bead 

With every word he uttered. 
He stuttered o'er blessing, he stuttered o'er ban. 

He stuttered, drunk or dry ; 
And none but he and the fUherman 

Could tell the reason why ! 
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"Dup is the hViaa of the belted knight, 

Whea he IcisBes at dawn the edllcen glove, 
And ridea, in his glitterijig armor dight. 
To shiver a lance for his L^dy-IOTe I 

"Lightly he coudies the beaming spear ; 
Hia mistress sits with her maidens by, 
Watching the speed of his swift career, 

"With a whispered prayer and a murmured dgh. 

" Far from me is the ganng throng, 

The blazoned shield, and the nodding plume; 
Nothing is mine but a worthless song, 
A joyless life, and a nameless tomb." 

"Nay, dearest Wilfrid, lay like this 
On such an eve is much amiss: 
Our mirdi beneath the new May moon 
Should be echoed by a livelier tune. 
What need to thee of mail and cres^ 
Of foot in stirrup, spear in rest^ 
Over far mountains and deep seas, 
Earth hath no ^rer fields than these; 
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And who, in Beauty's gaudiost bowers, 
Can love thee with more love tjian ours I" 

The minstrel turned witli a moody loolc 

From that sweet scene of guiltless glee; 
From the old who talked beside the brook, 

And the young who danced beneath the tree; 
Coldly he shrank from the gentle maid, 

From the chiding look and the pleading tone; 
And be passed from the old elm's hoary shade, 

And followed the forest path alone. 
One little sigh, one pettish glance, 

And the girl comes back to her playmates now, 
And takes her place in the merry dance, 

With a slower step and a sadder brow. 

" My sotil is sick," saith the wayward boy, 
" Of the peasant's grief, and the peasant's joy ; 

I cannot breathe on from day to dsijL 

Like the insecjs which our wise men «ay 

In the crevice of the cold rock dwell. 

Till their shape is the shape of their dungeon's cell ; 
- In the dull repose of our changeless life, 

I long for passion, 1 long for strife. 

As in the calm the mariner sighs 

For rushing waves and groaning skies. 

Oh for the lists, the lists of fame ! 

Oh for the herald's glad acclaim ; 

For floating pennon and prancing eteed. 

And Beauty's wonder at Manhood's deed !" 
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Beneath an ancient oak he lay ; 

More years than, man can count, they say, 

On the vei^ of the dim and Bolemn Tood, 

Through sunshine and storm, that oak had itood. 

Many a loving, laughing sprite. 

Tended the branches by day and by night ; 

And the leaves of its age were as fresh and aa green 

As the leaves of its early youth had been. 

Pure of thought should the mortal be 

Who sleeps beneath the Haunted Tree ; 

That night the minstrel laid him down 

Ere his brow relaxed its sullen frown ; 

And Slumber had bound its eyelids fast, 

Ere the evil wish from his soul had passed. 

And a song on the sleeper's ear descended, 

A song it was pain to hear, and pleasure, 
So strangely wrath and love were blended 

In every tone of the mystio measure. 

" I know thee, child of earth ; 

The morning of thy birth . 
In through the lattice did my chariot glide ; 

I saw thy lather weep 

Over thy first wild sleep, 
I rocked thy cradle when thy mother died. 

" And I have seen thee gaze 

Upon these birks and braes, 
Which are my kingdoms, with irreverent scorn ; 

And heard thee pour reproof 

Upon the vine-dad roof. 
Beneath whose peaceful shelter thou wert bom. 
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" I bind thee in the snare 

Of thine imlioly pnyer ; 
I seal thy forehead with a viewless seal : 

1 give into thine haitd 

The buckler and the brand, 
And clasp the golden spur upon thy heel. 
" When thou hast made thee viae 

In the Bad lore of sighs, 
When the world's visiona lail thee and forsake, 

Return, rcfum to me, 

And to my haunted tree ; 
The charm hath bound thee now ; Sir Knight, awake 1" 

Sir Isumbras, in doubt and dread, 

From hia feverish sleep awoke, 
And started up from his grassy bed 

Under the ancient oak. 
And he called the page who held hia spear, 

And, " Tell me, boy," quoth he, 
" How long have I been slumberiig here. 

Beneath the greenwood tree V — 
" £re thou didst sleep, I ehaooed to dirow 

A stone into the rill ; 
And the ripple that disturbed its flow 

Is on its Bur&ce still ; 
Ere thou didst sleep, thou bad'st me rang 

King Arthur's favorit« lay ; 
And the first echo of the string 

Has hardly died away." 

" How strange is sleep I" the young knight said, 
Aa he dasped tiie helm upon his head. 
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And, mountiiig again his courser block, 

To his gloomy tower rode slowly bade ; 
" How strange la sleep I when hie dark spell Um 
On the drowsy lids of human eyea, 
Tlie years of a life will float alODg 
In the compass of a page's soog. 
MeElwight I lived in a pleasant vale, 
The haunt of the lark and the nightingale, 
Where the summer rose hod a brighter hue, 
And the noon-day sky a clearer blue, 
Ajid the spirit of man in age and youth 
A fonder love, and a firmer truth. 
And I lived on, a fair-haired boy, 
la that sweet vale of tranquil joy ; 

Until at last my vain caprice 

Grew weary of its bliss and peace. 
And one there was, most dear and fair. 
Of aU that smiled around me there — 
A gentle maid, with a cloudless- face. 
And a form so iiill of fairy grace ; 
Who, when I turned with scornful spleen 
From the feast in the bower, or the dance on the green. 
Would humor aU my wayward will 
And love me and forgive me still. 
Even now, methinks, her smite of light 
Is there before me, mild and bright ; 
And I hear her voice of fond reproof^ 
Between the beats of my palfrey's hoof. 
T is idle all : but I could weep ; — 
Alas [" said the knight, " how strange is sleep !" 
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He struck with his spear the brazen plate 

That hung before the castle gate ; 

The tordi threw high its waves of flame 

As forth the watchful menials came; 

They lighted the wa;^ to the banquet hall, 

Thej hung the shield upon tbe wall, 

They spread the board, and they filled the bowl, 

And the phantoms passed from his trouUed soul. 

Sir laumbras was ever found 

Where blows were struck for glory; 
There sate not at the Table Round 

A knight more famed ja story : 
The king on his throne would turn about 

To see his courser prancing; 
And, when Sir LaunceJot was out. 

The queen would praise his dancing; 
He quite wore out his father's spurs, 

Performing valor's duties — 
Destroying mighty sorcerers. 

Avenging injured beauties, 
And crossing many a trackless sand, 

And rescuing people's daughters 
From dragons that infest the land, 

And whales that walk the watera. 
He throttled lions by the score. 

And giants by the dozen ; 
And, for Us skill in lettered lore. 

They colled him " Merlin's Cousin." 



»i by Google 



LXGXRD or TBK B^OtlTKD TBIB. 

A score of steeds, with bit and rein, 

Stood read; in his stable ; 
An ox was every morning slain, - 

And roaated ft* hia table. 
And he had friends, all brave and tall, 

And crowned with praise and laurel. 
Who kindly feasted in hia hall, 

And tilted in his quarrel ; 
And minstrels came and sang his fame 

In very rugged verses ; 
And they were paid with wine and game, 

And rings, and cups, and purses. 

And he loved a Lady of high degree, 

Faith's fortress, Beauty's flower j 
A countess for her maid had she. 

And a kingdom for her dower ; 
And a brow whose frowns were vastly grand, 

And an eye of sunlit brightness, 
And a swan-like neck, and an arm and hand 

Of most bewitching whiteness ; 
And a voice of muaio, whose sweet tones 

Could most divinely prattle 
Of battered casques, and broken bones, 

And all the bliss of battle. 
He wore her scarf in many a fray, 

He trained her hawks and ponies, 
And filled her kitchen every day 

With leverets and conies ; 
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He loTod, and be wbb loved ftgtun : — 
I won't wute tdme in proving, 

^ere is no pleasure like the pun 
Of being loved, and loving. 

Dame Fortune is a lidde gipsy. 
And always blind, and often tipsy ; 
Sometimes, for years and years together, 
She'il bless you witb the snnniest weather, 
Bestowing honor, pudding, pence. 
You caii't imagine why or wh^ce; — 
Then in a moment — Presto, Pass 1 — 
Your joya are withered like the grass ; 
You find your constitution vanish. 
Almost as quickly as the Spanish ; 
The murrain spoils your flocks and fleeces ; 
The dry-rot pulls your house to pieces ; 
Your garden raises only weeds ; 
Your agent steals your title-deeds ; 
Your banker's failure stuna the dty ; 
Your father's will makes Sugden witty ; 
Your daughter, in her beauty's bloom. 
Goes off to Gretna with the groom ; 
And you, good man, are left alone. 
To battle with the gout and stone. 

Ere long. Sir Isumbras began 
To be a sad and thoughtful man : 
They said the glance of an evil eye 
Had been on the knight's prosperity : 
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Less swift on the quarry his fldoon went, 
Less true was his boond <ni the vild deer's sowit, 
And thrice in the list be came to the earth, 
By the luckless chance of a broken girth. 
And Poverty soon in her rags was seen 
At the board where Plenty erst had been ; 
And the guests smiled not as they smiled before, 
And the song of the minstrel was heard no more ; 
' And a base ingrate, who was his ibe, 
Because, a little month ago, 
He had cut him down, with friendly ardor, 
From a rusty book in an Ogre's larder, 
Invented an atrocious fable. 
And libelled his tame at the Soya! Table: 
And she at last, the worshipped one. 
For whom his valorous deeds were done, 
Who had heard his vows, and worn his jewels^ 
And made him fight so n^sny duels — 
She, too, when Fate's relentless wheel 
Deprived him of the Privy Seal, 
Bestowed her siuilos upon another. 
And gave his letters to her mother. 
Fortune and Fame — he had seen them depart. 
With a silent pride of a valiant heart : 
Traitorous friends — he had passed them by, 
With a haughty brow and a stifled sigh. 
Boundless and black might roll the sea. 
O'er which the course of his bark must be ; 
But he saw, Jthro' the storms that frowned above, 
One guiding star, and its light was Love. 
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Now all vaa dark ; the doom was spoken ! 
His wealth all spent, and his heart half-broken ; 
Poor youth ! he had uo earthly hope, 
Except in laudanum, or a rope. 

He ordered out his horse, and tried, 
As the Leech advised, a gentle ride. 

A pleasant path he took. 
Where the turf) ail bright with the April showers, 
Was spangled with a hundred flowers. 

Beside a murmuring brook. 
Never before had he roved that way ; 
And now, on a sunny first of May, 
He chose the turning, you may giieas, 
Not for the laughing loveliness 
Of turf) or flower, or stream ; but only 
Because it looked extremely lonely. 

He had wandered, rausing, scarce a mile, 

In his melancholy mood. 
When, peeping o'er a rustic atile, 
He saw a little village smile, 

Embowered in thick wood. 
There were small cottages, arrayed 
In the delicate jasmine's fragrant shade ; 
And gardens, whence the rose's bloom 
Loaded the gale with rich perfume ; 
And there were happy hearts ; for all 
In that bright nook kept festival, 
And welcomed in the merry May, 
With banquet aod with roundelay. 
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Sir Isntn'bras sate gazing there. 
With folded arms, and mournful air; 
He fancied — 'twas an idle whim — 
That the village looked like a home to him. 

And now a gentle maiden came, 
Leaving her eistera and their game, 

And wandered up the vale ; 
Sir Isumbras had never seen 
A thing so fair — except the Queen ; — 
But out on Passion's doubta and fears I 
Her beautiful eyes were full of tears, 

And her cheeks were wan and pale. 
None courted her stay of the joyous throng, 

As she passed from the group alone ; 
And he listened, which was very wrong, 
And heard her singing a lively song, 

In a very dismal tone : 

"Deep is the bliss of the belted knight^ 

When he kisses at dawn the silken glove, 
And goes, in his glittering armor dight, 
To shiver a lanee for his Lady-love !" 

That thrilling voice, so aott and dear — 

Was it familiar to his earl 

And those delicious drooping eyes. 

As blue and as pure as the summer skies — 

Had he, indeed, in other days. 

Been blessed in the light of their holy raysl 
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He knew not ; but bis knee he bent 
Before ber in most knigbtly &8hion, 

And grew superbly eloquent 

About ber beauty, and his pasaioii. 

He said that sbe vaa very fair, 

And that she warbled like a linnet ; 
And that be loved ber, though he ne'er 

Had looked upon ber till that minute. 
He grieved to mention that a Jew 

Had seized for debt his grand pavilion; 
And he had little now, 'twas true. 

To offer, but a heart and pillion : 
But what was wealths In many a figbt — 

Though he, who shouldn't say it, said it — 
He still bad borne him like a knight, 

And had bis share of blowa and credit ; 
And if she would but condescend 

To meet him at the Priest's to-morrow, 
And be henceforth his guide, his friend, 

In every toil, in every sorrow, 
They'd sail instanter from the Downs ; 

His hands just now were quite at leisure; 
And, if she fiincied foreign crowns. 

He'd win tbem with the greatest pleaBure. 

" A year is gone " — ^the damsel sighed, 

But blushed not, as she so replied — ■ 
" 3ince one I loved — alas ! how well 

He knew not, knows not — left our dell. 

Time brings to his deserted cot 

No tidings of bis afW lot ; 
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But his wail or wo is sdll tiie theme 

Of mj daily thought and my nightly dream. 

Poor Alice is not proud or coy ; ' 

But her heart la with her minstrel boy." 

Away from his arms the damsel bounded, 
And left him more and more confounded. 
He mused of the. present, he mused of the past, 
And he felt that a spell was o'er him oast ; 
He shed hot tears, he knew not why, 
And talked to himself and made ^P^Ji 
nil a calm o'er his troubled senses crept. 
And, as the daylight waned, he slept. 
Poor gentleman ! — I need not say, 
Beneath an andent oak he lay,- 

" He is welcome," — o'er his bed. 

Thus the beauteous Fairy and : 
" He has conned the lesson now. 

He has read the book of pain : 
There are iiirrows on his brow, 

I must make it smooth again, 

" Lo, I knock the spurs away ; 
Lo, I loosen belt and brand ; 
Hark ! I hear the courser neigh 
For his stall in Fairy-land. 

" Bring the cap, and bring the rest. 

Buckle on his sandal shoon ; 

Fetch his memory from the chest 

In the treasury of the Moon. 
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** I hare tKUght him to be wise, 
Fof a little maiden's sake; — 
Look, te opens his bright eyes, 
Softly, slowly : — minstrel, 'wake !" 

The sua haa risen, and Wilfrid ia oome 

To his early friends and hia cottage home. 

Hia hazel eyes and his locks of gold 

Are juat aa they were in the time of old : 

But a blessing has been on the soul within, 

For that is won from his secret sin ; 

More loving now, and worthier love 

Of men below and of saints above. 

He reins a steed with a lordly air, 

Which makes his comitry cousins stare : 

And he speaks in a straDge and courtly phrase, 

Though his voice ia the voice of Other days: 

But where he haa learned to talk and ride, 

He will tell to none but his bonny bride. 
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In sooth it tbs a gloriooa Aa.f 

For vassal and for lord, 
When Cceur de Lion had the sway 

In battle and at board. 
He was indeed a royal one, 

A Prince of Paladins ; 
Hero of triumph and of tun, 
Of noisy fray and noisy fun, 

Broad shoulders and broad grins. 
You might have looked from east to vest, 

And then from north to south, 
And never found an ampler breast, 

Never an ampler mouth, 
A softer tone for lady's ear, 

A daintier lip for syrup, 
Or a ruder grasp for axa and spear, 

Or a firmer foot in stirrup. 
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A ponderous thing was Richard's con, 

And BO was Kichard's boot, 
And Saracens and liquor ran, 

'Where'er he set his foot. 
So fiddling here, and fighting there, 

And murdering time and tune. 
With sturdy limb, and listless air, 
And gauntleted hand, and jeweled hair, 

Half monarch, half buffoon, 
He turned away from feast to fray, 

From quarreling to quaffing, 
So great in prowess and in pranks, 
So fierce and funny in the ranks, 
That Saladin and Soldan said. 
Whene'er that mad-cap Richard led. 
Alia! he held his breatb for dread. 

And burst his sides for laughing I 
At court, the humor of a king 
Is always voted "quite the thing;" 
Morals and cloaks are loose or laced 
According to the Sovereign's taste. 
And belles and banquets both are drest 
Just as his majesty thinks best. 
Of course in that delightful age. 

When Richard ruled the roast. 
Cracking of craniums was the rage. 

And beauty was the toast. 
Ay ! all was laugh, and life, and love ; 

And lips and shrines were kiss'd ; 
And vows were ventured in the grove, 

And lanoes in the list : 
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And boys roamed out in Bunny weather 
To weave a wreath and rhyme together : 
While dames, in silence, and in satin, 
Lay listening to the soft French-Latin, 
And flung their sashes and their sighs 
From odor-breathing balconies. 

From those bright days of love and glory, 

I take the hero of my story. 

A wandering Troubadour was he ; 

He bore a name of high degree. 

And learned betimes to slay and sue, 

As knights of high degree should do. 

While vigor nerved his buoyant arm. 

And youth was his to cheat and charm, 

Being immensely fond of dandng, 

And somewhat given to romancing, 

He roamed about through towers and towns, 

Apostrophizing smiles and frowns. 

Singing sweet staves to beads and bonnets. 

And dying, day by day, in sonnets. 

Flippant and fair, and fool enough, 

And careless where he met rebuff, 

Poc<Mnirante in all coses 

Of fiirious foes, or pretty faces. 

With laughing lip, and jocund eye, 

And studied tear, and practised sigh, 

And ready sword, and ready verse, 

And store of ducats in his purse. 

He sinned few crimes, loved many times, 

And wrote a hundred thousand rhymes 1 



»i by Google 



Summers twice eigbt had poased away, 
Since in tus nurse's arms he lay, 

A rosy roaring child, 
While all around was noisy mirth, 
And logs blazed up upon the hearth, 

And bonfires on the wild; 
And vassals drank the brown bowl dry, 
And cousins knew " the mother's eye," 
And wrinkled erones spoke prophecy, 

And his brave father smiled. 
Summers twice eight had passed away ; 
His sire's thin locks grew very gray ; 
He lost his song, and then his shout, 
And seldom saw his bottle out. 
Then all the menials straight began 
To sorrow for "the poor old man," 
Took thought about his shirts and shoe-ties. 
And pestered him with loves and duties: 
Young Roger laced a crimson row 
Of cushions on his saddle-bow ; 
Red Wyke at Christmas mingled up 
More sugar in the wassail-eup ; 
Ffur Margaret laid finer sheets ; 
fat Catharine served richer sweets ; 
And all, from scullion up to squire, 
Who stirred his cup or kitchen fire, 
Seemed by their doings to determine 
The knight should ne'er be food for vermin. 
All would not do; the knight grew thinner, 
And loved his bed, and loathed his dinner ; 
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And irlien be muttered — "Becket — beast, 
Bring me tbe powet — and a prieat," 
Bediet looked grave, and sud " good lack 1" 
And went to aak the price of blac^. 

Masses and medicines both were bought, 
Masses and medicines both were naught ; 

Sir Hubert's race was run; 
As best beseemed a warrior tall, 
He died within his andent ball : 
And he was blest by Father Paul, 

And buried by his son. 
Twere long to tell the motley gear, 
That waited on Sir Hubert's bier ; 

For twenty good miles round, 
Maiden and matron, knave and knight. 
All rode or ran to see the eight ; 

Yeomen with horae and hound, 
Gossips in grief and grogram dad, 
Young warriors galloping like mad, 
Priors and peddlers, pigs and pyxes, 
Cooks, choristers, and crucifixes, 
Wild urchins cutting jokes and capers, 
And taper shapes, and shapely tapers. 
The mighty barons of the land 
Brought pain in heart, and four-in-hand; 
And vill^^ maids, with looks of wo, 
Turned out their mourning, and their toe. 
Ihe bell was rung, the hymn was sung. 
On the oak chest the dust was flung ; 
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And then, beneatb the cbapel-Btonea, 
With a gilt 'scutoheon o'er his bones. 
Escaped from feather-beds sad fidget, 
Sir Hubert slept vith Lady Bridget, 

The mob departed : cold aad doud 
Shed on the vault their icj shroud,- 

And night came dark aad dreaiy ; 
But there young Vidal lingered still, 
And kept his fast and wept his fill, 
Though the wind in the chapel was very chill, 

And Vidal very weary. 
Low moaned tbe bell ; the torch-light fell 

In fitful and faint flashes; 
And he lay on the stones, where his faUier'a bones 

Were mouldering now to ashes; 
And TOwed to be, on earth and sea, 

Whatever stars shone o'er him, 
A trusty knight, in love and fight, 

As his father had been before him. 
Then in the silence of the night 
Passionate grief was bis delight; 
He thought of all the brave and fair 
Who slept their shadowy slumber there ; 
And that sweet dotage held him long. 
Ere sorrow found her voice in song. 

It was an ancient tbing ; a aong 

His heart bad sung in other years. 
When boyhood had ite idle throng 

Of guiltless smiles, and guilder tears; 
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But never had its muaio seemed 

So sweet to him, as when to-night 
AH loni and lone, he kneeled and dreamed, 

Before the taper'a holy light. 
Of many and mjsterioua things, 
His cradle's earlj viaidngs. 
The melancholy tones, that blest 
The pillow of his sinless rest, 
The melody, whose magic nmnbers 
Broke in by snatches on his slumbers, 
When earth appeared so brightly dim, 
^ And all vas bliss, and all for him, 
And every sight and every sound 
Had heaven's own day-light flowing roond. 

"My mother's grave, my mother's grave I 
Oh I dreamless in her slumber there, 
And drowsily the banners wave 

O'er her that was so chaste and ^r ; 

Yea ! love b dead, and memory faded t 

But when the dew is on the brake, 

And silence sleeps on earth and sea, 
And mourners weep, and ghosts awake, 
Oh I then she cometh back to me, 
Li her oold beauty darlily shaded ! 

"I cannot guess her face or form; 
But what to me is form or &ce 1 
I do not ask tiie weary worm 
To ^ve me back each buried grace 
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Of glistening eyea, or tilling treases ! 
I onlj feel that she 18 here, 

And dtat we meet, and that we part ; 
And that I drink wltbih mine ear. 
And that I olasp aronnd my heart, 
Her sweet still roioe, and soft ouessea I 

"Not in the waking thought ty day, 
Not in the sightless dream hy nighty 
Do the mild tones and glances play, 
Of her who was my cradle's light! 
But in some twilight of calm weather, 
She glides, by fiimrf dimly wrought, 

A glittering cloud, a darkling heam, 
With all the quiet of a thought, 
And all the passion of a dream. 
Linked in a golden spell together t" 

Oh ! Vidal's very soul did weep 

Whene'er that music, like a charm. 
Brought back from their unlistaning s]e«p 

The kissiug lip and clasping arm. 
But quiet tears are worth, to some, 
The richest smiles in Christendom ; 
And Vidal, though in folly's ring 
He seemed bo weak and wild a thing, 
Bad yet an hour, when none were by, 
For reason's thought, and passion's sigh. 
And knew and felt, in heart and brain, 
The Paradise of buried pain ! 
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And Yidal rose at bruk of day. 

And found his lieart unbroken ; 
And told his beads, and went awaj', 

On a steed he had bespoken ; 
His bonnet he drew his eyelids o'er, 

For tears were like to blind him ; 
And he qrarred Sir Guy o'er mount and mooti 
With a long dull journey all before, 

And a short gay squire behind him. 
And the neighborhood much mairel hod ; 

And all who saw did say, 
The weather and the roads were had, 
And either Vidsl had run mad. 

Or Guy had run away 1 
Oh ! when a dieek is to be dried, 

All pharmacy is folly ; 
And Vidat knew, for he had tried, . 
^Here's nothing like a rattling ride 

For curing melaacfaoly ! 
Three days he rode all mad and mute j 

And when the sun did pass, 
Three nights he supp'd upon dry fruit, 

And slept up<at wet grass. 
Beneath an oak, whose hundred yean 
Had formed fit shade for t^k or tears, 
On the fourth day he lay at noon. 
And put his gilt guitar in tune ; 

When suddenly swept by, 
In gold and silver all arrayed, 
A most resplmdent cavidcade ; 
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Baron and Beauty, Knave and Knight, 
And lipB of 16t«, and eyes of light, 

All blended dazzlingly. 
Ah ! all the world that day came out, 
With horse and hom, and song and shont ; 
And belles and bouquets gayly bloomed, 
And all were proud, and all perfumed, 
And gt^lanta, as the humor ^^ee, 
Talked any nonsense tliat they chose, 
And damsel gave the reins for fun 
Alike to palfrey and to pun. 
It chanced no lady had been thrown, 
No heir had cracked his collar-bone, 
So pleasure laughed on every cheek, 
And naught, save saddles, dreamed of piqne. 
And brightest of that brilliant train, 
With jeweled bit, and plded rein, 
And pommel clothed in go^eous netting, 
And courser daintily curvetting, 
Girt round with gallant Cavaliers, 
Some deep in love, and some in yeara^ 
Half exquisites and half absurds, 
All babbling of their beasts and birds, 
Quit« tired of trumpeting and talking. 
The Baroness returned from hawking. 



The lady halted ; well she might ; 

For Vidal was so fair. 
You would have thought some god of light 

Had walked to take the air : 
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Bare w«r« both bis delicate hands, 

And the hue on his cheek was high, 
As woman's when she understands 

Her first fond lover's sigh ; 
And desolate very, and very dumb, 

Ajid rolling his eyes of blue, 
And rubbing his forehead, and biting hia thumb, 

As lyrists and lovers do. 
Like Queen Titania's darling pet, 
' Or Oberon's wickedest elf, 
Lay beside a rivulet, 

And looked beside himself; 
And belles full blown, and beaux fiiU drest, 

Stood there with smirk and smile. 
And many a finger, and many a jest. 

Were pointed all tbe while. 

Then Vidal came, and bent his knees 

Before the lady there, 
And raised his bonnet, that the breeze 

Might trifle with his hair ; 
And stud, he was a nameless youth, 
Had learned betimes to tell the truth, 
Could greet a friend, and grasp a foe, 
Could take a jest, and give a blow, 
Had no idea of false pretences. 
Had lost his father, and his senses. 
Was travelling over land and sea , 
Armed with guitar and gallantry ; 
And if her will found aught of pleasure 
In trifling soul, and tinkling measure, 
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He prayed that she Tould oaU ber own 
Hia every thought, and every tone. 

" Bonne grace, good Mary, and aweet St. John !" 
That haughty dame did say ; 

" A goodly quarry I have won, 
In this our sport to-day ! 
A precious page is this of mine, 
To carve my meat and pour my wine, 
To loose my greyhound's ringing chtun. 
And hold my palfrey's gaudy rein, 
And tell strange tales of moody sprites, 
Around the hearth, on winter nights. 
Marry ! a wilful look, and wild ! 
But we shall tame the wayward child, 
And dieSa hia roving locks demurely, 
And tie his Jesses on securely." 

She took from out her garment's fold 
A dazzling gaud of twisted gold ; 

She raised him from his knee ; 
The diamond cross she gravely kiss'd, 
And twined the links around his wrist 

With such fine witchery, 
That there he kneeled, and met her glance 
In silence and a moveless trance, 
And saw no sight, and heard no sound, 
And knew himself more firmly bound 
Than if a hundred weight of steel 
Had fettered him from head to heel ! 
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And from ^t moment Vidil gBT« 

Became her most peculiar slave, 

And wore her ecarf^ and whipped her knave, 

And filled her silver cup. 
She was a widow : on this earth 
It seemed her only task was mirth ; 
She had no nerves and no sensatlona, 
No troubling fiienda nor poor relation! ; 
No gnawing grief to feel a care for, 
No living soul to breathe a prayer fot. 
Ten years ago her lord and master 
Had d>aiio6d upon a sad disaster ; 
One night his servants found him lying 
Speechless or senseless, dead or dying. 
With shivered "bword and dabbled creat, 
And a Bmall p<Huard in his breast, 
And nothing further to supply 
The slightest hint of how or why. 
As usual, in such horrid cases, 
The men made oatb, the maida made ftoet ; 
All thought it most immensely iiinny 
The murderer diould have left the money, 
And showed suspicions in dumb crambo, 
And buried him with fear and flambeau. 



Clotilda shrieked and swooned, of oooTM, 

Grew very il], and very hoarse. 

Put on a veil, put off a rout, 

T^imed all her oooka and courtiera ou^ 
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And lived two years on mter-gruel, 
And drank no wine, &nd used no fiiel. 
At last, when all the world had aeen 
How very virtuonB she had been. 
She left her chamber, dried her tears, 
Kept open honae for Cavaliers, 
New flimished all the cob-webbed rooms, 
And burned a fortune in perfumes. 
She bad seen eix-and-thirty springs, 
And still her blood's warm wanderings 
Told tales in every throbbing vein 
Of youth's high hope, and passion's reign. 
And dreams from which that lady's heart 
Had parted, or had seemed to part. 
She had no wiles from cunning France, 
Too cold to sing, too tall to dance ; 
But yet, where'er her footsteps went, 
She was the Queen of Merriment : 
She called the quickest at the table, 
For Courcy's song, or Comine's fable, 
Bade Barons quarrel for her glove. 
And talked with Squires of ladie-love. 
And hawked and hunted in all weathers. 
And stood six feet — including feathers. 

Her suitors, men of swords and banners. 
Were very guarded in their manners, 
And e'en when heated by the jorum 
Knew the strict limits of decorum. 
Well had ClotUda learned the glance 
That cheeks a lover's first advanoe ; 
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That brov to ber waa given 
lliat chills presumption in its birth, 
And m&rs the madness of our mirth, 
And wakes the reptile of the earth 

From the Tision be hath of Heaven. 
And yet for Vidal she could find 
No word or look that was not kind, 
With him she walked in shine or shower. 
And quite forgot the dinner hour, 
And gazed upon him, till he smiled, 
As doth a mother on a child. 
Oh ! when was dream so purely dreamed t 
A mother and a child they seemed : 
In warmer guise he loved her not ; — 

And i£, beneath the stars and moon, 
He lingered in some lonely spot 

To play her fond and fevorite tune, 
And if he fed her petted mare, 
And made acquaintance with her bear. 
And kissed her hand whene'er she gave it 
And kneeled him down, sometimes, to crave it, 
'Twas partly pride, and partly jest, 

And partly 'twas a boyish whim. 
And that be liked to see t^e rest 

Look angrily on her and him. 
And that — in short he was a boy, 
And doted on his last new toy. 

It chanced that late, one summer's gloaming. 
The ladf and the youth were roaming. 
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In converse dose of those and these, 
Beneath a long arcade of trees ; 
Tall trunks stood up on left and right, 
Like oolumna in the gloom of night, 
Breezelesa and Voioelesa ; and on hi^ 
Where those eternal pUlars ended. 
The silent boughs so closely blended 
Their mirk, nnatirring majesty, 
That superstition 'well might run. 
To wander tltere from twelve to one, 
And call strange shapes from heaven or Iiell, 
Of oowl and candle, book and bell, 
And kneel as in the vaulted aisle 
Of aome time-honored Giothic pile, 
To pay her weary worship there 
Of counted beads, and pattered prayer. 

Clotilda had, for once, the vapors, 
And when the stars lit up their tapers. 
She said that she was very weary — 
She liked the place,*it was so dreary — 
The dew was down on grass and flower, 

'Twas very wet — 'twas very wrong- 
But she mutt rest for half an hour. 

And listen to another song. 

Then many a tale did Vidal tell 
Of warrior's spear, and wizard's spell ; 
How that Sir Brian le Bleu had been 
Cup-bearer to a fiury ijueen ; 
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And how that a hundred ^eara did pass, 
And left hia brow as smooth oa glass ; 
l^me on hia form marked no decay, 
He stole not a single charm away, 

He could not blight 

That eye of light, 
Hot turn those rarea ringleta gray. 

But Brian's love for a mortal maid, 

Waa written and read in a magic sign, 
When Brian slipped on the moonlight glade, 

And spilled the fairy's odorous wine ; 
And she dipped her fingers in the can, 

And sprinkled him with seven sprinkles, 
And he went from her presence a weary man, 

A withering lump of rheum and wrinkles. 

And how that Satan made a bond 

With Armonell of Trebizond — 

A bond that was written at iint in tears, 

And torn at last in laughter — 
To be his slave for a thousand years, 

And hia sovereign ever after. 

And oh ! those years, they fleeted fiut. 
And a single year remained at last, 
A year for crouching and for crying, 
Between his frolic and hia frying. 

"Toil yet another toil," quoth he, 
" Or else thy prey I will not be. 
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Come Uther, come hither, servaat mine, 

And call me book 

The faded track 
Of years nine hundred &nd ninety-nine 1" 
And Satan hied to his home again 
On the winga of a blasting hurricane, 
And left old Annonell to die, 
And sleep in the odor of sanctity. 

In mockery of the Minstrel's skill 
The Lady's brow grew darker atUI ; 

She trembled »a she lay, 
And o'er her face, like fitful flame, 
The feverish color went and came. 
And, in the pauses of the tune. 
Her black eyes stared upon the moon 

With an unearthly ray. 

" Good Vidal," — as she spoke she leant 
So wildly o'er the instrument 
That wondering Yid&l started back, 
For fear the strings should go to wradc— 
" Good Vidal, I have read and heard 

Of many a haunted heath and dell, 
"Where potency of wand or word. 

Or chanted rhyme, or written spell. 
Hath burst, in such an hour as this. 

The cerements of the rotting tomb, 
And waked from wo, or torn from bliss. 

The heritors of diill and gloom, 
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Until &ej -walked upon the earth, 
Unshrouded, in a ghastlj mirth, 
And fnghtened men with soundlesa crieB^ 
And hueless cheeks, and rayleas eyea. 
8uoh power there is ! — if such be thine. 
Why, make to-night tJiat sound or «gn ; 
And while the vapory sky looks mirk 
In horror at our midnight work. 
We two will Bit on two green knolls. 
And jest with unemhodied souls, 
And mock at every moody sprite 
That wanders from his bed to-uight." 

The boy jumped up in vast surprise, 
And rubbed his forehead and his eyes, 
And quite unable to reflect. 
Made answer much to this effect: 
" Lady ! — the saints befriend a sinner 1 
Liady ! — she drank too much at dinner ! 
I know a rhyme, and — ghosts forsooth I 
I used to sing it in my youth ; 
Twas taught me — curse my foolish vanity t 
By an old wizard — stark insanity ! 
Who came from Tunis — 'tis the hook ! 
At a great ago and — twelve o'clock ! 
He wore — oh. Lord ! — a painted girdle, 
Pot which they burnt him on a hurdle ; 
He had a charm, but — what the deuce I 
It wasn't of the slightest use ; 
There's not a single ghost that oarea 
For — mercy on me ! how she stares !" 



»i by Google 



VM* TROUBASOQS, 

And then agfun he sate him down, 
For fiercer fell Clotilds's frown. 
And played, abomiuablj ill, 
And horribly against Ms will. 

"Spirits, that walk and wail to-night, 
1 feel, I feel that ye are near ; 
There is a mist upon my sight, 
Hiere is a murmur in mine ear. 
And a daric, dark dread 
Of the lonely dead. 
Creeps through the whispering atmosphere ! 

" Ye hover o'er the hoary trees, 

And the old oaks stand bereft and bare ; 
Ye hover o'er the moonlight seas, 

And the tall masts rot in the poisoned air ; 
Ye gaze on the gato 
Of earthly state, 
And the ban-dog shivers In sOence there, 

" Come hither to me upon your cloud, 
And tell me of your bliss or pain. 
And let me see your shadowy shroud, 
And colorless lip, and bloodless vein ; 
"Where do ye dwell, 
In heaven or hell, 
And why do ye wander on earth again 1 
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** Tell to me where and how ye died, 
Fell ye in darkneas, or fell ye in daj, 
On lorn hill-side, or roaring tide, 
In goi|;eoiis feast, or niabing fray 1 
By bowl or blow. 
From friend or toe, 
Hurried your Migry louls away 1 

"Mute ye come, and mute ye pass, 

Your tale untold, your shrift unshriven; 
But ye have blighted the pale grasa. 

And scared the ghastly stars from heaven ; 
And guilt hath known 
Your voiceless moan, 
And felt that the blood is unforgiven !" 

He paused ; for silently and alow 

The lady left his side ; 
It seemed her blood bad ceased to flow, 
For her cheek was as white as the morning sn 

And the light of her eyes had died. 
She gazed upon some form of fright — 
But it was not seen of Vidal's sight ; 
She drank some sound of hate or fear — ■ 
But it was not heard of Vidal's ear ; 
" Look ! look t" she said ; and Vidal spoke — 
" Why ! zounds ! it's nothing but an oak !" 

" Valence !" she muttered, " I will rise ; 
Ay ! turn not those dead orba on mine ; 

Fearless to-night are these worn eyes, 
And nerveless is that arm of thine. 
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Tlirice host thou Seated o'er my path ; 

And I would hear th^ dull lips say, 
Is it in, sorrow, or in wrath, 

That thou dost haunt my lonelj' way I 
Ay ! frown not ! heaven may blast me now. 

In this dark hour, in this cold spot ; 
And then — I can but be as tbou, 

And hate tbee still, and fear thee not I" 
She strode two steps, and stretched her hand. 
In attitude of stem command ; 
The tremor of her voice and tread 
Had more of passion than of dread, 
The net had parted from her htur, 
The locks fell down in the powerless (ur, 
Her frame with strange convulsion rocked — 
And Vidal was intensely shocked. 
The lady drev a long low sigh, 
As if some voice had made reply, 
Though Vidal could not catch a word, 
And thought it horribly absurd. 
" Remember it 1 — avenging power ! 

1 ask no word, I need no sign, 
To teach me of that withering hour, 

Hiat linked this wasted hand in thine ! 
He was not there 1— I deemed him slain — 
And thine the guilt — and mine the pain ! 
There are TOemorials of that day 
Which time shall never blot away, 
Unheeded prayer, unpardoned sin. 
And smiles without, and flames within, 
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Aod brolcen heart, and ruined &ine, 
And glutted hate, and dreaded Bhame, 
And late remorse, and dreams, and feara, 
And bitter and enduring tears !" 

She listened there another space,. 
And stirred no feature of her fece, 
Though big drops, ere she spoke ag^n, 
Fell irom her clammy brow like rwn ; 
At last she glanced a wilder stare, 
And stamped her foot, and tore her hair. 
"False fiend ! thou lie^t, thou hast tied ! 

He was, what thou couldst never be — 
In anguish true, in danger tried — 

Their iriend to all — my god to me I 
He loved — as thou couldst never love — 

Long years — and not, till then, in guilt ; 
Nay ! point not to the wailing grove, 

I know by whom the blood was spUt, 
I saw the tomb, and heard the knell 

And life to me was lorn and blighted. 
He died — and vengeance watches well ! 

He died — and thou wert well requited 1" 

Again she listened : — fiill five scor« 
You might have counted duly o'e^— 
And then she laughed ; so fierce and shrill 
That laughter echoed o'er the hill, 
^lat Vidal deemed the very ground 
Did shake at its imearthly sound. 
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" I do not tromble ! be it so !— 
Or here or there ! in bliss or wo ! — 
Yea ! let it be ! and we will meet, 

Where never " and at Vidal's feet 

She sank, as senseless and as cold 
As if her death were two days old ; 
And Vidal, who on hour before 
Had voted it a horrid bore, 
His silken sasb with speed unlaced, 
And bound it round her neck and waist, 
And bore her to ber castle-gate, 
And never stopped to rest or bait, 
Speeding as awitUj on his track 
As if nine fiends were at his back. 

Then rose from fifty furious lungs 
A Babel of discordant tongues : 
" Jesu ! the Baroness is dead 1 — 
Shouldn't her Ladyship be bled t — 
Her fingers are as cold as stone ! — 
And look how white her lips are grown ! 
A dreadliil thing for all who love her ! 

Ten t — did you ever, Mrs, Annel 
Ten rogues agtunst one honest man ! — 
How master Vidal must have fought ! 
It's what I never should have thought ; 
He seems the siokliest thing alive ;— 
They say he killed and wounded five ! — 
Is master Vidal killed and wounded 1 
I trust the story b unfounded ! — 
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I saw him on hie legs jnat now,— 

What ! sawed his legs off 1 well, I tow— 

Peace, babbler, peace ! yon sea you've ahooked her I 

Help ! ho ! — cold water for the Doctor ! 

Her eyes are open ! — how tiiey blink ! 

Why, Doctor, do you really think,^— 

My Lord, we never tliink at all ; 

I'll trouble you to clear the Hall, 

And cheok all t«idency to riot, 

And keep the Castle very quiet ; 

Let none but little Bertha stay ; 

And — try to keep the Friar away !" 

Poor Vidal, who, amid the rout, 

Had crept in cautious silence out, 

Reeled to his chamber in the staggers, 

And thought of home, and dreamed of daggers. 

Day dawned : the Baroness was able 
To beam upon the breakfast table. 
As well as could be well expected, 
Before the guests were half collected. 
" A fiiinting fit ; — a thing of course ; — ■ 
In sooth it might have ended worse ; 
Exceedingly obliged to Vidal ; — 
Pray, had the groom repured her bridle? 
She walked too late ; — it was a warning; 
And — who was for the chase this morning 1" 

Days past, and weeks : Clotilda's mien 
Was gay as it before had been, 
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And only once or twice her glanc« 

Fell darkly on his countenance, 

And gazed into hia eyes of blub, 

As if she read his young heart through ; 

At length she mildly hinted — "Surely 

Vidal was looking very poorly — 

He never talked — had parted quite 

With spirits, and with appetite — 

She thought be wanted change of mt, 

It was a shame to keep him there — 

She had remarked the change with sorrow, 

And well, he should set out to-morrow." 

The morrow came, 't was glorious weather, 

And all the household flocked together 

To hold his stirrup and his rein, 

And say, " Heaven speed !" with might and main. 

Clotilda only said " Farewell !" 

And gave her hand to kiss and dasp ; 
He thought it trembled, as it fell 

In silence from his lip and grasp, 
And yet upon her cheek and brow 
There dwelt no flush of passion now ; 
Only the kind regret was there 
Which severed friends at parting wear, 
And the sad smile and glistening eye 
Seemed naught to shun, and naught defy. 
" Farewell !" she said, and so departed ; 
And Vidal from his reverie started, 
And blessed his soul, and cleared his tliroat, 
And crossed his forehead — and the moat. 
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All milliners who start from bed 
To gaze upon a coat of red, 

Or listen to a drum, 
Enow very well the Faphian Que«n 
Was never yet at Paphos seen. 

That Cupid's all a hum, 
That minstrels forge confounded Ilea, 
About the Deities and skies, 
Tliat torches all go out sometimes, 
Tlat flowers all fade except in rhymes, 
That maids are seldom shot with arrowy 
And coaches never drawn by sparrows. 
And yet, fair cousin, do not deem 

That all is false which poeta tell 
Of Passion's first and dearest dream. 

Of bamted spot, and silent spell, 
Of long low musmg, such as suits 

The terrace on your own dark hUI, 
Of whispers which are sweet as lutes. 

And silence which is sweeter stil] ; 
Believe, believe — for May shall pass. 

And summer sun and winter ahowear 
Shall dim the freshness of the grass, 

And Riar the fragrance of the flower — 
Believe it all, whate'er you hear 

Of plighted vow, and treasured token, 
And hues which only once oppear, 

And words wbitA only onoe are eptAm, 
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And prayers whose natural voice is song, 

And schemes that die ia wild endearor, 
And tears so pleasant, you will long 

To weep such pleasant tears forever. 
Believe it all, believe it all ! 

Oh ! Virtue's frown is all divine ; 
And Folly hides his happy thrall 

In sneers as cold and false as mine ; 
And Reason piates of wrong and right, 

And marvels hearts can break or bleed. 
And flings on all that's warm and bright 

The winter of his icy creed ; 
But when the soul has ceased to glow, 

And years and cares are coming fest, 
There's nothing like young love ! no, no ! 

There's nothing like young love at last! 

The Convent of St. Ursula 
Has been in a marvellous fright to-day ; 
Hie nuns are all in a terrible pother 
Scolding and screaming at one another; 
Two or three pale, and two or three red, 
Two or three frightened to death in bed, 
Two or three waging a wordy war 
With the wide-eared Saints of the Calendar. 
Beads and lies have both been told. 
Tempers are hot, and dishes are cold; 
Celandine rends her last new veil, 
Ijoonore babbles of horns and tall ; 
Celandine proses of songs and dips, 
Violette blushes and bites her lips : 
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Oh ! what is the matter, the matter to-dttj. 

With the Convent of St. Ursula 1 

But the Abbess has made the chiefest din, 

And cried the loudest cry ; 
She has pinned her cap vith a crooked pin, 
And talked of Satan and talked of sin, 

And set her coif awry ; 
And she can never quiet be ; 

But ever since the Matins, 
In gallery and scullery, 
And kitchen and refectory, 

She tramps it in her pattens ; 
Oh ! what is the matter, the matter to-day 
With the Abbess of St. Ursulal 



Thrice in the silence of eventime 
A desperate foot has dared to climb 

Over the Convent gat« ; 
Thrice a venturous voice and lute 
Have dared to wake their amorous suit. 
Among the Convent flowers and fruit, 

Abominably late ; 
And thrice, the beldames know it well, 
From out the lattice of her cell, 
To listen to that murmured measure 
Of life, and love, abd hope, and pleasure. 
With throbbing heart and eyelid wet, 
Hath leaned the novice Violette ; 
And oh ! you may tell from her moumtul gaze, 
Her vision hath been of those dear days. 
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Wlien happily o'er the quiet laWn, 

Bright vith the dew's most heavenly sprinkles, 
She soared the pheasant, and chased the fown, 

Till a smile came o'er her father's wrinkles. 
Or stood beside that water fiur, 

Where moonlight slept with a ray so tender, 
That every star which glistened there, 

Glistened, she thought, with a double splendor; 
And oh ! she loved the ripples' play, 

As to her feet the truant rovers 
Wandered and went with a laugh away, 

Kissing but once, like wayward lovers. 
And oh 1 she loved the night-wind's moan, 

And the dreary watch-dog's lonely yelling. 
And the sentinel's unchanging tone, 

And the chapel chime so sadly kaelling. 
And the echoes from the Castle hall, 

Of circling song and noisy gladness. 
And, in some silent interval, 

The nightingale's deep voice of sadness. 
Alas! there comes a winter bleak 

On the lightest joy, and the loveliest flower: 
And the smiles have faded on Violette's cheek. 

And the roses have withered in Violette's bower, 
But now by the beautiful turf and tide 

Poor Violette's heart in silence lingers; 
And the thrilling tears of memory glide 

Thro' the trembling veil and the quivering fingen. 
Yet not for these, for these alone. 

That innocent heart beats high to-dsy ; 
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And not for these the sdfied moftn 

b breatlied in sudi thick passionate toaa. 

That not the lips ^pear to pta^. 
But 70a may deem those murmurs start 
Forth Irom the lif&^trings of the heart, 
So wild and etrmge ia that long aigh. 
So full of blias and agony '. 

She thinks of him, the lo?e1f boy, 
Sweet Vidal, with his face of joy*— 
The careleaa mate of all the glee 
That shone upon her infancy — 
The baby-lover, who had been 
The sceptred King, vhere she was Queen, 
On Childhood's dream-mcirded atrand, 
The undisputed Fairy-land ! 
She thinks of him, she thinks of him, 
The lord of every wicked whim, 
"Who dared Sir Prinaamour to battle. 
And drove away De Clifford's cattle, 
And sang an Ave at the feast, 
And made wry ftces at the Priest, 
And ducked the Duchess in the sea, 
And tore Sir Roland's pedigree. 

She thinks of him — the forehead fidr, 
The ruddy lip, and glossy hair — 
The mountains, where they roved bother, 
In life's most bright and witching weather— 
The wreck they watehed upon the a 
The ruin where they saw the ghost — 
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Tie feiry tale he loved to tell — 

The serenade he sang so well ; 

And then she turos and sees ^ain 

The naked vail, and grated pane, 

And frequent winks and frequent frowns, 

And 'broidered books, and 'broidered gowns. 

And plaster stunts and plaster patrons, 

And three impractioable matrons. 

She was a very pretty Nun : 

Sad, delicate, and five feet one; 

Her face was oval, and her eye 

Looked like the Heaven in Italy, 

Serenely blue, and sofUy bright, • 

Made up of languish and of light! 

And her neck, except where the locks of brown, 

Like a sweet summer mist, fell droopingly down. 

Was aa chill and as white as the snow, ere the earth 

Has sullied the hue of its heavenly birth ; 

And through the blue veins you might see 

The pure blood wander silently, 

Like noiseless eddies, that far below 

In the glistening depths of a calm lake flow : 

Her cold hands on her bosom lay; 

And her ivory crucifix, cold as they. 

Was clasped in a fearful and fond caress, 

As if she shrank from ita holiness. 

And felt that hers was the only guilt 

For which no healing blood was spilt : 

And tears were bursting all the while ; 

Yet now and then a vacant smile 
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Over her lips would come and go — 
" A Tery mofckery of wo — 
A briefj wan smile— a piteous token 
Of a warpi love crush'd, and a young heart hroken I 

"Many come up t" said Celandine, 
Whose nose was ruby red, 

"From venomous cates and wicked wine 
A deadly sin is bred. 
Darknesa and anti-phlogiatic diet, 
These will keep the pulses quiet ; 
Silence and solitude, bread and water — 
So must we cure our erring daughter!" 
I have dined at an Alderman's board, 
I have drunk with a German lord, 
But richer was Celandine's own pat6 
Than Sir William's soup on Christmas day. 
And sweeter tlie flavor of Celandine's flask 
Thau the loveliest cup from a Rhenish cask I 

" Saints keep us t" said old Winifrede, 
" Saints keep and cure us all ! 
And let us hie to our book and bead, 

Or sure the skies will fall ! 
Is she a Heathen or is she a Hindoo, 
To talk with a silly boy out of the window J 
Was ever such pro&neness seen ? 
Pert minx ! — and only just sixteen !" 
I have talked withafop who has fought twelve duels, 
Six for an heiress, and six for her jewels ; 
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I have prosed with a reckleas bard, who reheawea 

Every day a thousand verses ; 

But oh ! more marvelloUB twenty times 

Than the bully's lies, or the blockhead's rhymes, 

Were the aourrilous tales, which Scandal told 

Of Winiirede'a loves in the days of old ! 



Bie Abtess lifted up her eye, 

And Iwd her rosary down. 
And wgh'd a melancholy sigh, 

And frown'd an angry frown. 
"There's a cell in the dark cold ground. 

Where sinful passions wither : 
Vapory dews lie damp around, 
And merriment of sight or sound 

Can work no passage thither : 
Other scene is there, I trow, 
Than suits a love^ck m^den's vow ; 
For a death-watch makes a weary tune, 
And a glimmering lamp is a joyless moon. 
And a couch of stone is a dismal rest, 
And an aching heart b a bitt» guest! 
Maiden of the bosom light, 
There shall thy dwelling be to-night ; 
Mourn and meditate, iast and pray, 
And drive the- evil one away. 
Axe and cord were fitter doom. 
Desolate grave and mouldering tomb ; 
But the merdfu] faith that speaks the sentenoes 
Joys in the dawn of a soul's repentance, 
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And the ejres maj' abed sweet tears fbr diem, 
Whom the hands chastise, and the lips oondemu I" 
I have set my foot on the hallowed spot, 
"Where the dungeon of trampled France is notj 
I have heard men talk of Mr. Peel ; 
I have seen men walk on the Bixton wheel ; 
And 'twere better to feed on frogs and fears, 
Guarded by gn%{a and grenadiers, 
And 'twere better to tread all day wid night, 
With a rogae on the left, and a rogue on the right, 
Tlan lend our persons or our punes 
To that old lady's tender merdes ! 



"Ay ! work your will t" the young girl said ; 
And as she spoke she rtused her head, 
And for a moment turned aside, 

To check the tear she could not hide ; 

" Ay ! work your will ! — I know you all. 

Your holy aims and pious arts. 
And how you love to fling a pall 

On fading joys, and blighted hearts ; 
And if these quivering hps could tell 

The story of our bliss and wo, 
And how we loved — Oh t loved, as well 

As ever mortals loved below — 
And how in purity and truth 

The flower of early joy was nurst, 
mi sadness nipp'd its blushing youth. 

And holy mummery oall'd it curst 

5* 
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You vould but watoh my sobs tmd sighs, 

With shaking head, and silent sneers, 
^nd deck with smiles those soulless eyes, 

When mine should swell with bitter tears 1 
But work your will ! Oh ! life and limb 

May wither in that house of dread, 
Where horrid shapes and shadows dim 

Walk nightly round the elumberer's head ; 
The sight may sink, the tongue may fail. 

The shuddering spirit long for day, 
And fear may make these features pale. 

And turn these boasted ringlets gray; 
But not for this, oh 1 not for this, 

The heart will lose its dream of gladness ; 
And the fond thought of that last kiss 

WUl live in torture~~yea ! in madness! 
And look! I will not fear or feel 

The all your hate may dare or do ; 
And, if I ever pray and kneel, 

I will not kneel and pray to you !" 

If you had seen that tender cheek, 

Those eyes of melting blue. 
You would not have thought in a thing so veak, 

Such a fiery spirit grew. 
But the trees which summer's breezes shake, 

Are shivered in winter's gale ; 
And a meek girl's heart will bear to break. 

When a proud man's truth would &iL 
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Never b vord she uttered more ; 

They have led her down the Btair, 
And left her on tbe dungeon floor, 
. To fittd repentftnce there ; 
And naught have they get beside her bed, 

Within that chamber dull, 
'But a lonely lamp, and a loaf of bread, 

A rosary and skull. 
The breast b bold that groTS not oold. 

With a strong convulsive twinge. 
As the alow door creeps to its sullen hold. 

Upon its mouldering hinge. 
That door vas made by the cunning hand 
Of an artist from a foreign land ; 
Human skill and heavenly thunder 
Shall not win its wards asunder. 
Tlie chain is fix'd, and the bolt is bat, 
And the kind old Abbess lingers last, 
To mutter a prayer on her bended knee, 
And clasp to her girdle the iron key. 

But then, oh then began to run 

Horrible whispers from nun to nun ; 
" Sister Amelia," — " Sister Anne," 
*' Do tell us how it all began ;" 
"The youth was a handsome youth, that's certain, 

For Bertha peeped from behind the curtain i" 
" As sure as 1 have human eyes. 

It was the devil in disguise; 
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His hair banging down like tbreads of wir»^ 

And his mouth breathing smoke, like a haystack 
on fire — 

And the ground beneath his footstep rocking," — 
" Lord ! Isabel, how very shocking !" 
" Poor Violette ! she was mo merry ; 

I'm very sorry for her ! — very 1" 
" Well ! it was worth a silver tester, 

To see how she frown'd when the Abbess bless'd 

" Was Father Anselm there to Bhrive 1 
For I'm sure she'll never come out alive !" 

" Dear Elgitha, don't frighten ua so I" 

" It's just a hundred years ago, 
Since Fatlier Peter was put in the oell 
For forgetting to ring the vesper bell ; 
Let us keep ourselves from mortal sin ! 
He went out as he went in !" 

" No ! and he lives there still, they say, 
In his cloak of black, and his cowl of gray, 
Weeping, and wailing, and walking about, 
With an endless grie^ and an endless gout, . 
And wiping his eyes with a kerchief of lawn. 
And ringing his bell from dusk to dawn !" 

" Let us pray to be saved from love and spectres !" — 

"From the haunted celH" — "and the abbess's leo- 
' tures !" 

The garish sun has gone away, 
And taken with him the toils of day ; 
Foul ambition's hollow schemes, 
Busy labor's golden dreams, 



»i by Google 



TBI TBODBADOCK. KM 

Angrj strife, and cold debate, 

Plodding care, and piottong hate. 

But in the nimnery sleep is fled 

From many a yigilant hand and head ; 

A watch is set of friars tall, 

Jerome and Joseph, and Peter and Paul ; 

And the chattering girls are all lock'd up ; 

And the wrinkled old abbees ii gone to sup 

On muah-rooms and sweet musoadel, 

In the &llen one's deserted odi. 

And now 't is love's moat lovely hour, 

And silence site on earth and sky. 
And moonlight flings on turf and tower 

A Bpell of deeper witchery ; 
And in the stillness and the shade 
All things and colors seem to fade : 
And the garden queen, the blushing rose, 
Has bowed her head In a soft repose ; 
And weary zephyr is goae to rest 
In the flow'ry grove he loves the best. 
Nothing is heard but the long, long snore, 
Solenm and sad, of the watchmen four, . 
And the voice of the rivulet rippling by, 
And the nightingale's evening melody. 
And the drowsy wing of the sleepless hat. 
And the mew of the gard'ner'a tortoise-shell cat. 

Dear coutdn ! a harp like yours has power 
Over the soul in every hour ; 
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And afler break&at, when Sir G; 
Has been discussiiig news tuid tea, 
And eulogized bis eoala and It^s, 
And told the breeding of bis dc^s, 
And hur]'d anathemas of pith 
Against the sect of Adam Smith, 
And banded o'er to endless sbtune 
The voters for the sole of game, 
'Tis sweet to &y from him and vapors. 
And those interminable papers, 
And waste an idle hour or two 
With dear Rosini, and with jou._ 

But those sweet sounds are donbly sweet, 

In the still nights of June, 
When aong and alienee seem to meet. 

Beneath the quiet moon ; 
When not a single leaf is stirr'd. 
By playful breeze or joyous bird, 
And echo shrinks as if afraid 
Of the iaint murmur she has made. 
Ob ! then the spirit of musie roves, 
Witb a delicate step through the myrtle grovei, 
And still .wherever be flits, be flings 
A thousand charms from his purple wings. 
And where is tliat discourteous wight, 
Who would not linger through the night 
Listening ever, lone and mute. 
To the murmur of his mistress' lute. 
And courting those bright phantasies, 
Which haunt the dreams of waking eyest . 
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He came diat night, the Troubadour, 

While the four fat friara slept secure, 

And gazed on the lamp that sweetly gliaten'd, 

'Where he thought his mistress listen'd ; 

Low and clear the silver not« 

On the thrill'd air seem'd to float; 

Such might be an angel's moan. 

Half a whisper, half a tone. 

"So glad a life was never, love, 
As that whii^ childhood leads, 
Before it learns to sever, love, 
Tbe roses from the w^eeda : 
When to be very duteous, love, 
Is all it has to do ; 
. And every flower is beauteous, love, 
And every folly true. 

" And you can still remember, love, 

The buds, that decked our play, 
Though destiny's December, love, 

Has whirled those buds away : 
And you can smUe through tears, love^ 

And feel a joy in pain. 
To think upon those years, love, 

You may not see again. 

"When we mimick'd the Friar's howls, love, 
Cared nothing for his creeds, 
Made bonnets of his cowls, love, 
And bracelets of his beads: 
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And gray-beards looked not awful, lore^ 
And grandames made no din, 

And TOWS were not unlawful, love, 
And kisses were no sin. 

" And do joa never dream, love. 

Of tliat enchanted well. 
Where under the moon-beam,' love. 

The Fairies wove their spell t 
How oft we saw theni greeting, love. 

Beneath the blasted tree, 
And heard their pale feet beating, love, 

To their oyta minstrrisy t 

"And do you never think, love, 

Of the shallop, and the wave. 
And the willow on the brink, love, 

Over the poacher's gravel 
Where always in the dark, love, 

We heard a heavy aigh. 
And the dogs were wont to bark, love, 

Whenever they went by 9 

"llien gaily shone the Heaven, love, 

On life's untroubled sea. 
And Vidal's heart was given, love. 

In happiness to thee ; 
The sea is all benighted, love, 

He Heaven has ceased to shine ; 
He heart is seared and blighted, love, 

But still the heart ia thine !" 
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He poufied and looked ; he paiued aod sighed ; 

None appear'd, snd none replied ; 

All was still but the water's wail, 

And the tremulous voice of the nightingale, 

And the insects buz^ng among the briers, 

And the nasal note of the four &t friars. 

" Oh &y with me I 'lis passion's hour ; 

The world Is gone to sleep ; 
And nothing wakes in brake or bower, 

But those who lore and w«ep : 
This is the golden tame and weather, 
When songs and sighs go out t^^ether, 
And minstrels pledge the rosy wine 
To lutes like this, and lips like thine I 

" Oh fly with me ! my courser's flight 

Is like the rushing breeze, 
And the kind moon has said ' Good night !' 

And sunk behind the trees : 
The lover's voice — the loved one's ear— 
There's nothing else to speak and hear ; 
And we will say, as on we glide, 
That nothing Uvea on earth beside I 

"Oh fly with me ! and we will wing 

Our white skifi" o'er the waves. 
And hear the Tritons revelling, 

Among their coral caves ; 
The envious Mermaid, wlien we pass. 
Shall cease her song, and drop her glass ; 
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For it will break her very heart, 
To see how fWr and dear thou art. 

" Oh fly with me ! and we will dwell 

Far over the green seas, 
Where sadness rings no parting knell 

For moments such as these ! 
Where Italy's unclouded skies 
Look brightly down on brighter eyes, 
Or where the wave-wed City smiles. 
Enthroned upon her hundred isles. 

" Oh fly with me ! by these sweet strings 

Swept o'er by Passion's fingers — 
By ail the rocks, and vales, and springs — 

Where Memory lives and lingers — 
By all the tongue can never tell — 
By all the heart has told so well — 
By aU that has been or may be — 
And by Love's self— Oh fly with me !" 

He paused again — no sight or sound t 

The still air rested all around ; 

He look'd to the tower, and he look'd to the tree, 

Night was as still as Night could he ; 

Something he mutter'd of Prelate and Pope 

And took from hia mantle a silken rope ; 

Love dares much, and Love climbs well ! • 

He stands by the Abbess in Violette's cell. 

He put on a mask, and he put out the light ; 
The Abbess was dressed in a veil of white ; 
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Not B look he gave, not b word he teid ; 
The pages are ready, the blanket is spread ; 
He has clasped his arm her waist about, 
And lifted the screaming Abbess out ; 
" Mj horse ia fleet, and my hand la true, 
And my Squire has a bow of deadly yew ; 
Away, and away, over mountain and moorl. 
Good luck to the love of the gay Troubadour t" 

" What ! rode away with the Abbess behind 1 

Loid ! sister ! is the Devil blind 1" 
" Fidl fouraoore winters !" — " Tast and pray ! 

For the powers of darkness fight to^ay !" 
"I 8ha!nt get over the shock for a week !" — 
" Did any one hear our Mother shriek Y' — 
" Do shut your mouth !" — " do shut the cell I" 
"What a villanous, odious, sulphury smell!" 
" Has the Evil One taken the Mass-book too !" 
" Ah me ! what will poor little Violette do 1 

She has but one loaf since seven o'clock ; 

And no one can open that horrible lock ; 

And Satan will grin with a fiendish glee. 

When be finds the Abbess baa kept the key !" 
"How shall we manage to sleep to-night 1" 
" I wouldn't for worlds put out my light !" 
" i'm sure I shall die if I hear but a mole stir !" 
'Sni clap St. Ursula under my bolster I" 

But oh! the pranks that Vidal played, 

When be found what a bargain his blindness had 
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WafiJ and wild— half in fiin, half on fire, 
He stared at the Abbess, and atorm'd at the Squire ! 
CoDsigaed to perdition all Stll;^ romanceTs, 
Ask'd twentj strange questioRs, and staid ibr no 



Saving, and roariog, and laughing by fits, 
And driviug the old woman out of li«r wits. 

There was a jousting at Chichester ; 
It had made in the country a mighty stir. 
And all that was brave, and all that was &ir, 
And all that was neither, come trooping there; 
Scarfs and scars, and frays and irowns, 
And flow'ry speeches, and flow'ry cfowns. 
A hundred knights set spear in rest 
For the lady they deemed the loreliest, 
And Yidal broke a lance that day 
For the Abbess of St. Ursula. 

There was a i^t at Arundel ; 
The towu-«lerk tolled a ponderous bell, 
And nothing was there but row and rout, 
And toil to get in, and toil to get out, 
And Sherifis iatter than their vrauson. 
And Belles that never staid for benison. 
The red, red wine was mantling there, 
To the health of the fairest of the fair. 
And Vidal drain'd the cup that day 
To the Abbess of St. Ursula. 
There was a wedding done at Bramber ; 
The town was full of myrrh and amber ; 
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And the boors were roastmg valorous beeveo, 
And the bo^s were gathering myrtle leaves, 
And the bride was choosing her finest flounces, 
And the bridegroom was scattering coin by ounoeo, 
And every stripling danced on the green 
With the giri he had made hia idol queen ; 
And Vidal led the dance that day 
With the Abbesa of St Ursula. 

Three days had pasa'd when the Abbess oarae back ; 

Her voice was out of tune, 
And her new white veil was gone to wiaok, 

And so were her sandal shoon. 
No word she said ; they put her to bed, 
With a pain in her heels, and a ptun in her head. 
And she talk'd in her delirioua fever 

Of a high-trotting horse, and black deceiver; 
Of music and merriment, love and lances, 
Bridles and blasphemy, dishes and dances. 

They went with speed to the dungeon-door; 

The tur was chill and damp ; 
And the pale girl lay on the marble floor. 

Beside the dying lamp. 
They kissed her lips, tbey called her name. 
No kiss returned, no answer came ; 
Motionless, lifeless, there she lay, 
Like a statue rent from its base away ! 
They sud by famine she had died : 
Yet the bread nntssted lay beside ; 
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And her cheek was as full, and fresh, and fair, 

Aa it had been when warmth was there, 

And her eyes were unclosed, and their glassy raya 

Were fixed in a desolate, dreamy gaze, 

As if before their orbs had gone 

Some eight they could not close upon ; 

And her bright brown looks all gray were grown ; 

And her hands were clenched, and cold as stone ; 

And the veins upon her neck and brow 

But ahe was dead ! — what boots it how 1 

In holy ground she was not laid ; 

For she had died in sin, 
And good St. Ufsula forbade 

That such should enter in -, 
But in a calm and cold retreat 

They made her place of rest, 
And laid her in her wbding-sheet, 

And left, her there unblest ; 
And set a small stone at her head, 

Under a spreading tree ; 
" Orate" — that was all it said — 
" Orate hie pro me!" 

And Yidal came at night, alone, 

And tore his shining hair, 
And laid him down beside the stone. 

And wept till day-break there. 

" Fare thee well, &re thee well, 
Most beautiful of earthly things, 
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I will not bid thy spirit stay, 
Nor link to earth those glitteriog wings, 

That burst like light away ! 

I know that thou art gone to dwell 
In the sunny home of the fresh-day beam, 

Before decay's unpi tying tread 
Hath crept upon the dearest dream 

That ever came and fled ; 

Fare thee well, fare thee well ; 
And go thy way, all pure and fair, 

Into the starry firmament ; 
And wander there with the spirits of air, 

Aa bright and innocent ) 

" Fare thee well, fare thee well t 
Strange feet will be upon thy day, 

And never atop to sigh or sorrow ; 
Yet many wept for thee to^y, 

And one will weep to-morrow ; 

Alas ! that melancholy knell 

Shall often wake my wondering ear, 

And thou shalt greet me, for a while, 
Too beautiful to make me fear. 

Too sad to let me smile ! 

Fare thee well, fare thee well ! 
I know that heaven for thee is won ; 

And yet I feel I would resign 
Whole agea of my life, for on»— 

One little hour, of thine 1 
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" Fare thee well, fare thee well ! 
Bee, I have been to the aveeteat bowers, 

And culled from garden and from heath 
The tenderest of all tender flowers, 
And blended in my wreath 
The violet and the blue harebell. 
And one frail rose in its earliest bloom ; 

Alas ! I meant it for thy hair, 
And now Ifling it on thy tomb, 
To weep md wither there ! 
Fare ye well, fare ye well ! 
' Sieep, ele^, my love, in fragrant shade, 

Droop, droop to-night, thou blushinig token ; 
A fairer flower shall never fade, 
Not a fonder heart be broken !" 



»i by Google 



THE LEGEND OF THE TEUFEL-HAUS. 

Tek W&7 was lone, and the hour was lato, 

And Sir Rudolph was &r from his castle gate. 

He night came down, hj slow degrees, 

On the river stream, and the forest-trees ; 

And by the heat of the heavy air, 

And by the lightning's distant glare, 

And by the rustling of the woods. 

And by the roaring of the floods, 

In half an hour, a man might say. 

The Spirit of Storm wonid ride that vsy. 

But little he oared, that stripling pale. 

For the «nking sun, or the rising gals ; 

For he, aa he rode, was dreaming now. 

Poor youth, of a woman's broken vow,' 

Of the cup dashed down, ere the wine was tasted, 

Of doqnent speediea sadly wasted, , 

Of a gallant heart all burnt to ashes, 

And the Baron of Katzheig's long mustaches. 

So the earth below, and the heaven above, 

He saw them not ; — those ^eams of love, 

As some have found, and some will find. 

Make men extremely deaf and bUnd, 
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At last he opened his great blue ayes, 
And looking about in vast surprise. 
Found that his hunter had turned his bad^ 
An hour ago on the beat«Q track, 
And now vos tbreadiog a forest hoar, 
Where steed had never stepped before. 

"By Craaar's head," Sir Rudolph said, 
" It were a sorry joke, 
If I to-night should nmke mj bed 

On the turf, beneath an oak ! 
Poor Roland reeks from head to hoof; — ■ 

Now, for thy sake, good roan, 

I would wa were beneath a roo^ 

Were it the foul fiend's own I" 

Ere the tongue could rest, ere the lips could elvaa. 

The sound of a listener's laughter roae. 

It was not the scream of a merry boy 

When harlequin waves his wand of joy ; 

Nor the shout from a serious curate, won 

By a bending bishop's annual pun ; 

Nor the roar of a Yorkshire clown ; — oh, no 1 

It waa a gentle, laugh, and low ; 

Half uttered, perhaps, and stifled hal( 

A good old-gentlemanly laugh; 

Such as my uncle Peter's are. 

When he tella you his tales of Dr. Parr. 

The rider looked to the left and the right, 

With something of marvel, and more of fright : 
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But brighter gleamed his anxious eye, 
When a light shone out from a hill hard by. 
Thither he spurred, as gay and glad 
As Mrs. Maquill's delighted lad, 
When he turns away from the Pleas of tits Crown, 
Or flings, with a yawn, old Saunders down, 
And flies, at last, from all the mysteries 
Of Plaintifls' and Defendants' histories, 
To make himself sublimely neat, 
Por Mrs. Camao's in Mansfield Street. 
At a lody gate Sir Rudolph halted ; 
Down from his seat Sir Rudolph vaulted : 
And he blew a blast with might and mun, 
On the bugle that hung by an iron cbsio. 
The sound called up a score of sounds ; — 
The screeching of owls, and the baying of hounds, 
The hollow toll of the turret bell. 
The call of the watchful sentinel. 
And a groan at last, like a peal of thunder, 
Aa the huge old portals rolled asunder. 
And gravely irom the castle hall 
. Faced forth the white-robed seneschal. 
He stayed not to ask of what degree 
So fiiir uid &mished a knight might be ; 
But knowing that all untimely question 
Ruffles the temper, and mars the digestion. 
He Itud his hand upon the crupper, 
Ajjd sud, — " You're just in time for supper !" 

They led him to the smoking board. 
And placed lum next to the castle's lord. 
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He looked around with a harried glanoe : 

You may ride from the border to fair Penzance, 

And nowhere, but at Epsom Baoes, 

find auch a group of ruffian &ces 

As thronged that chamber: some were talking 

Of feats of hunting and of hawking, 

And some were drunk, and some were dreaming. 

And some found pleasure in blaspheming. 

He thought, as he gazed on the feariiil crew. 

That the lamps that burned on the w^alls burned blue. 

They brought him a pasty of mighty size, 

To cheer his heart, and to charm hb eyes ; 

Hey brought the wine, so rich and old, 

And filled to the brim the cup of gold ; 

The knight looked down, and the knight looked up. 

But he carved not the meat, and he drained not the cup. 



" Ho, ho," said hia host with angry brow, 
" I wot our guest is fine ; 
Our fere is far too coarse, I trow, 
For such nice taste as thine : 
Yet trust me I have cooked the food. 

And I have filled the can. 

Since I have lived in this old wood. 

For many a nobler man." — 

" The savory buck and the ancient oaek 

To a weary man are sweet ; 

But ere he taste, it is fit he ask 

For a blessii^ on bowl sod meat 
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Let me but pray Ibr a minute's apace, 

And bid. me pledge ye Otea ; 
I BWear to ye, by our Lady's grace, 

I shall eat and drink like toi I" 



Tie lord of the castle in wrath aroaa, 

He irowned like a fiery dragon ; 
Indignantly he blew his nose, 

And overtumed the fiagon. 
And, "Away," quoth he, " with the canting priest^ 
Who comes uncalled to a midnight feast, 
And breathes through a helmet his holy bemaon, 
To sour my hock, and spoil my venison !" 

That moment all the lights went out ; 

And they dragged him forth, that rabble rout, 

With oath, and threat, and foul scurrility, 

And every sort of incivility. 

They barred the gates ; and the peal of laughter, 

Suddm and shrill, that followed after, 

Died off into a dismal tone, 

Like a parting spirit's painful moan, 

" I wish," aaid Rudolph, as he stood 

On foot in the deep and silent wood ; 

" I wish, good Koland, rack and stable 

May be kinder to-night than their master's table I" 

By this the storm had fleeted by ; 

And the moon with a quiet smile looked out 
From the glowing arch of a cloudless sky, 

Flinging her silvery beams about 
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On rock, tree, wave, and gladdening all 

With just as miscellaneous bounty, 
As Isabel's, whoae aveet smiles fidl 

In half an hour on half the county. 
Less wild Sir Kudolph's pathway seemed, 

As he turned from that discourteous tower ; 
Small spots of verdure gaily gleamed 

On either side ; and many a flower, 
Lily, and violet, and heart's-eaae, 

Grew by the way, a fragrant border ; 
And the tangled boughs of the hoary trees 

Were twined in picturesque disorder : 
And there came Irom the grove, and there came from 
the hill 

The loveliest soimds he had ever heard, 
The cheerM voice of the dancing rill, 

And the sad, sad song of the lonely bird. 

And at last he stared with wondering eyes, 

As well he might, on a huge pavilion : 
"Twas clothed with stufis of a hundred dyes. 

Blue, purple, orange, pink, vermilion ; 
And there were quaint devices traced 

All round in the Sarac^c manner ; 
And the top which gleamed like gold, was graced 

With the drooping folds of a silken banner; 
And on the poles, in silent pride. 

There sat small doves of white enamel ; 
And the vail from the entrance was drawn ande^ 

And flung on the humps of a silver oamel. 
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In abQTt it was the sweetest thing 

For a wearjr youth in a wood to light on ; 
And finer far than what a king 

Built up, to prove his taste, at Brighton. 

The gilded gate was all unbarred ; 
And, close beside it, for a guard, 
There lay two dwarfs with monstrous noMt, 
Both fast asleep upon some rosea. 
Sir Rudolph entered; rich and bright 
Was all that met his ravished sight ; 
Soft tapestries from fer countries brought, 
Bare cabinets with gems inwrought, 
White vases of the finest mould, 
And mirrors set in burnished gold. 
Upon a couch a grayhound slumbered; 
And a small table was enoumber'd 
With paintings, and an iyory lute. 
And sweetmeats, and delicious fruit. 
Sir Rudolph lost no time in praising ;' 
For he, I should have said, was gazing, 
In attitude extremely tragic, 
Upon a sight of stranger magic; 
A sight, which, seen at such a season, 
Might well astonish Mistress Reason, 
And scare Dame Wisdom from her fences 
Of rules and maxims, moods and tenses. 
Beneath a crimson canopy 

A lady, passing &ir, was lying ; 
Deep sleep was on her gentle eye. 

And in her slumber she was sighing 
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Bewitching sighs, such aighs as ea.j 

Beneath the moonlight, to a lover, 
Things which the coward tongue by day 

Would not, for all the world, ^scorer : 
She lay like a shape of sculptured stone, 
So pale, BO tranquil : — she had thrown, 

For the warm evening's sultriness, 
Tlie broidered coverlet aside; 
And nothing was there to declc or hide 

Tlie glory of her loveliness, 
But a scarf of gauze so light and thin 
You might see beneath the dazzling ekln, 
And watch the purple streamlets go 
Through the valleys of white and stainless aiOw, 
Or here and there a wayward tress 
Which wandered out with vast assunmoe 
From the pearls that kept the rest in dnranoe, 
And fluttered about, aa if 'twould try 
To lure a zephyr from the sky. 

" Bertha I" — large drops of anguish came 

On Rudolph's brow, as he breathed that name, — 

*' Oh fair and false one, wake, and fear ; 

I the betrayed, the scorned, am here." 

The eye moved not &om its dull eclipse. 

The voice came not from the fast-shut lips; 

No matter ! well that gazer Imew 

The tone of bliss, and the eyes of blue. 

Sir Rudolph hid his burning &oe 
With both his haoda for a minute's spaee. 
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And all his frame in a'wful fitehion 
Was sbaken by sonne sudden pasuon. 
What guilty fancies o'er him ran f — 

Oh, Pity will be alow to guess them ; 
And never, save to the holy man, 
' Did good Sir Kudolph e'er confess tiiem, 
But soon bis spirit you might deem. 
Came forth from the shade of the fearful dream ; 
His cheek, though pale, was calm again, 
And he spoke in peace, though he spoke in pain, 

" Not mine ! not mine ! now, Mary mother, 
Aid me the sinful hope to smother I 
Not mine, not mine ! — I have loved thee long 
Thou hast quitted roe with grief and wrong. 
But pure the heart of a knight should be, — 
Sleep on, sleep on, thou art safe for roe. 
Yet shalt thou know by a certain sign, 
Whose lips have been so near to tbine, 
Whose eyes have looked upon thy sleep, 
And turned away, and longed to weep, 
Whose heart, — ^moura, — madden as it will,— 
Has spared thee, and adored thee, still !" 

His purple mantle, rich and wide, 
From his neck the trembling youth untied, 
And flung it o'er those dangerous charms. 
The swelling neck, and tJie rounded arms. 
Once more be looked, once more he sighed ; 
And away, away, from the perilous tent, 

Swift as the rush of an eagle's wing, 

Or the flight of a shaft from Tartar string, 
Into the wood Sir Rudolph went : 
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Not Trith more joy the Mhool-boys run 

To the gay green fields, when their task is done ; 

Not with more haste the members fly, 

When Hume has caught the Speaker's eye. 

At last the daylight came ; and then 
A score or two of serving men, 
Supposing that some sad disaster 
Had happened to their lord and master, 
Went out into the wood, and found him, 
Unhorsed, and with no raantle round him. 
Kre he could tell his tale romantic, 
The leech pronounced him clearly frantic, 
So ordered him at once to bed, 
And clapped a blister on his head. 

Within the sound of the castle-clock 
There stands a huge and nigged rode. 
And 1 have heard the peasants say. 
That the grieving groom at noon that day 
Found gallant Koland, coid and stifT, 
At the base of the black and beetling cliff. 

Beside the rook there is an oak, 
Tall, blasted by the thunder-stroke, 
And 1 have heard the peasants say, 
That there Sir Rudolph's mantle lay, 
And coiled in many a deadly wreath 
A venomous serpent slept beneath. 
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I.— THE VICAB. 

Soke years ago, ere Time and Taste 

Had turned our parish topay-turvy, 
When Darnel Park was Darnel Waste, 

And roads as little known as scurry, 
The man who lost his way between 

St. Mary's Hill and Sandy Thicket, 
Was always shown across the Green, 

And guided to the Parson's wicket. 

Back flew the bolt of lisson lath ; 

Fair Margaret in her tidy kirtle. 
Led the lorn traveller up the path. 

Through clean-clipt rows of box and myrtle : 
And Don and Sancho, Tramp and Tray, 

Upon the parlor steps collected. 
Wagged all their tails and seemed to say, 

** Our master knows you ; you're expected 1" 
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Up rose the ReTerend Dr. Brown, 

Up rose the Doctor's " winsome n 
The lady lay her knitting down, 

Her husband clasped his ponderous Barrow ; 
Whate'er the stranger's caste or creed, 

Pundit or papist, saint or sinner, 
He found a stable for his steed, 

And welcome for bimael^ and dinner. 

If, when he reached hia journey's end, 

And warmed himself in court or college, 
He had not gained an honest friend, 

And twenty curious scraps of knowledge; — 
If he departed as he came, 

With no new light on love or liquor,— 
Good sooth, the traveller was to blame, 

And not the Vicarage, or the Vicar. 

His talk was like a stream which runs 

With rapid change from rock to roses: 
It slipped from politics to puns : 

It passed from Mahomet to Moses: 
Beginning with the laws which keep 

The planets in their radiant courses. 
And ending with some precept deep 

For dressing ells or shoeing horses. 

He was a shrewd and sound divine, 
Of loud Dissent and mortal terror; 

And when, by dint of page and line, 
He 'stablished Truth, or started Error, 
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Hie Baptist found him &r too de^ ; 

The Deist Edghed with saving sorroT ; 
And the lean Levite vent to sleep, 

And' dreamed of tastiDg pofk to-icoiToir. 

His sennon never said or showed 

That EartJi is foul, that Heaven is graeious, 
Without refreshment on the road 

From Jerome, or from Athanasius ; 
And sure a nghteous zeal inspired 

Hie hand and head that penned and planned them, 
For all who understood, admired, 

And sOme who did not understand them. 

He wrote, too, in a quiet way, 

Small treatises, and smaller verses ; 
And sage remarks on chalk and day. 

And hints to noble lords and nurses i 
True histories of last year's ghost, 

Lines to a ringlet or a turban ; 
And trifles tbr the Morning Post, 

And nothing for Sylvanus Urban. 

He did not think ^1 mischief fair, 

Although he had a knack of joking ; 
He did make himself a bear. 

Although he had a taste for smoking : 
And when religions sects ran mad, 

He held, in spite of all his learning, 
lliat if a man's belief is bad, 

It will not be hnprored bj bnniing. 
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And he wsa kind, and loved to sit 

In the low hut or gamislied cottage, 
And praise the farmer's homely wit, 

And share the widow's homelier pottage : 
At his approach compliunt grew mild, 

And when his hand unbarred the shutter, ' 
Hie clammy lips of Fever smiled 

The welcome which they could not utter. 

He always bad a tale for me 

Of Julius CBsar or of Venus ; 
From him I learned the rule of three, 

Cat's cradle, leap-frog, and Quie genus ; 
I used to singe his powdered wig, 

To steal the staff he put such truM in ; 
And make the puppy dance a jig 

When he began to quote Augustin, 

Alack the change ! in vain I look 

For haunts in which my boyhood trifled; 
The level lawn, the trickling brook. 

The trees 1 climbed, the beds I rifled : 
The church is larger than before ; 

You reach it by a carriage entry : 
It holds three hundred people more ; 

And pews are fitted up for gentry. 

Sit in the Vicar's seat ; you'll hear 
The doctrine of a gentle Johnian, 

Whose hand is white, whose tone is clear, 
Whose tone is very Qceroniaa. 
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"Where is the old man laidi — ^look down, 

Aod construe od the slab before you, 
Hic Jacm GULIELMUS BROWN, 

ViR NdLLA HON PONAHDUB LAUKA. 



n.— QUINCE. 
VallBnU* Mmite iIUb. 

NsAK a small village in the West, 

Where many very worthy people 
Eat, drink, play whiat, and do their best 

To guard from evil Church and Steeple, 
There stood — alas ! it stands no more I 

A tenement of brick and plaster, 
Of which, for forty years and four, 

My good friend Quince was lord and master I 

Welcome was he in hut and hall, 

To maids and matrons, peers and peasants; 
He won the sympathies of ail. 

By making puns and making presents; 
Tliough all the parish was at strife, 

He kept his counsel and his carriage, 
And laughed and loved a quiet life, 

And shrank from Cbancery'a suits and marriage. 
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Sound was his claret «ul his head ; 

Warm was his double ale and feelings — 
His partners at the whiat dub said, 

That he was &iiltles9 in his de^ings — 
He went to church but once a week ; 

Yet Dr. Poundtext always found him 
An upright man, who studied Greek, 

And liked to see his friends around him. 

Asylums, hospitals, and 3<:iioo1s, 

He used to swear were made to cozen ; 
All who subscribed to them were fools. 

And he subscribed to half a dozen ; 
It was his doctrine that the poor 

Were always able, never willing; 
And so the beggar at the door 

Had first abuse, and then a shilling 

Some public principles he had. 

But was no flatterer, nor fretter ; 
He rapped his bos when things were bad, 

And said, "1 cannot make theni better!" 
And much he loathed the patriot's snort, 

And much he scorned the placeman's shufflt 
And cut the fiercest quarrels short. 

With — " Patience, gentlemen, and shuffle." 

For full ten years his pointer. Speed, 

Had couched beneath his master's table ; 

For twice ten years his old white steed 
Had fattened in his master's stable — 
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Old Quince averred, npon hia tro^ 

They were the ugliest beaata in DevoD ; 

And HODS knew why he fed them both, 
With his own hands, bIx days in seven. 

Whene'er they heard hia ring or knock, 

Quicker than thought, the viilage slatterns 
Flung down the novel, smoothed the frook, 

And took up Mrs. Glasse, and patterns ; 
Adine was studying baker's hills; 

Louisa looked the queen of knitters ; 
Jane happened to be hemming frills ; 

And Bell, by chance, was making fritters. 

But all was vain ; anjd while decay 

Came like a tranquil moonlight o'er him, 
And found him gouty still, and gay, 

With no &ir nurse to, bless or bore him ; 
His rugged smile, and easy chair, 

His dread of matrimonial lectures, 
Hia wig, his stick, his powdered hair, 

Were themes for very strange oonjeotnres. 

Some ssges thought the stsrs above 

Had crazed him with excess of knowledge ; 
Some heard he had been crossed in love. 

Before he came away from college — 
Some darkly hinted that his grace 

Did nothing, great or small, without him, 
Some whispered with a solemn face, 

That there was sometiiing odd about him ! 
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I found him at threescore and ten, 

A single man, but bent quite double, 
Sickness was coming on him then. 

To talte him from a world of trouble- 
He prosed of sliding down the hill. 

Discovered be grew older daily ; 
One frostj day he made his will — 

The nei:t he sent for Dr. Bailey ! 

And so he lived — and so he died : — 
When last 1 sat beside his pillow. 

He shook my hand — " Ah me !" — he cried, 
" Penelope must wear the willow. 

Tell her I bugged her rosy chain 

While life was flickering in the socket : 

And say, that when I caU again, 
I'll bring a license in my pocket. 

" Fve left my house and grounds to Fag — 
(I hope hia master's shoes will suit him ;) 
And I've bequeathed to you my nag, 

To feed him fo( my sake — or shoot him, 
Tlie Vicar's wife will take old Foi — 

She'll find him an uncommon mouser ; 
And let her husband have my box. 
My Bible, and my Assmanshauser. 

" Whether I ought to die or not 

My doctors cannot quite determine ; 
It's only clear that I shall rot, 
And be, like Priam, food for vermin. 
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My debts Are paid ; — ^but Nature's debt 
Almost escaped mj recollection! 

Tom I we slutll meet again ; and yet 
I cannot leave you my direction !" 



ffl.— THE BELLE OF THE BALL. 

TxARs — years ago— ere yet my dreams 

Had been of being wise and witty ; 
Ere I had done with writing themes. 

Or yawn'd o'er this infernal Chitty ; 
Tears, years ago, while all my joya 

Were in my fowling-piece and filly ; 
In short, while I was yet a boy, 

I fell in love with Laura Lilly. 

I saw her at a country ball ; 

There when the sound of flute and fiddle 
Gave signal sweet in that old ball, 

Of hands across and down the middle, 
Hers was the subtlest spell by &r 

Of all that seta young hearts romancing : 
She was our queen, our rose, our star ; 

And when she danced — oh, heaven, her dancing I 

Dark was her hair, her hand was white ; 

Her voice was exquisitely tender, 
Her eyes were fbll of liquid light; 

I never saw a waist so slender ; 



»i by Google 



1M(f THK IBllI or TBS VA££, 

Her every loot, her every entile, 

Shot light And left a score of arrows ; 

I thought 'twas V^niis from her isle, * 

I wondered where eha *d left her spurows. 

She talk'd of politics or prayers ; 

Of Southey's prose, or Wordsworth's Bonnets j 
Of daggers or of daticlng bean, 

Of battles, or the last new bonnets ; 
By candle-light, at twelve o'clock, 

To me it matter'd not a tittle, 
If those bright lipa had quoted Loi^e, 

I might have thought they murmnred Little. 

Through sunny May, through sultry Juno, 

I loved her with a love eternal; 
I spoke her praises .to the mooD, 

I wrot« them for the Sunday Journal, 
My mother laughed ; I soon found out 

That ancient ladies have no feeliug ; 
My. father frown'd ; .but how should gout 

Find any happiness in kneeling % 

She was the daughter of a dean, 

Rich, fat, and rather apoplectic ; 
She had one brother just thirteen. 

Whose color was extremely hectic ; 
Her grandmother, for many a year. 

Had fed the parish with her bounty ; 
Her second cousin was a peer. 

And lord-lieutenant of the county. 
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But tides and the three per centt, 

And mortgages, and great relations, 
And India bonds, and tithes and rests, 

Oh! what are they to love's sensatioDBt 
Black eyes, &ir forehead, clustering locks, 

Such wealth, such honors, Cupid chooses ; 
He cares as little for the stocks, 

As Baron Rothschild for the muses. 

She sketeh'd ; the vale, the wood, the beach. 

Grew lovelier from her pencil's shading ; 
She botanized ; I envied each 

Young blossom in her boudoir &ding ; 
She warbled Handel ; it was grand — 

She made die Catalina jealous ; 
She touch'd the oi^an ; I oonld stand 

For hours and hours and bloiF the bellows. 



She kept an album, too, at home, 

Well fill'd with all an album's gloi 
Paintings of butterflies, and Rome, 

Patterns for trimming, Persian stories 
Soft songs to Julia's cockatoo. 

Fierce odes to Amine and to alaoghter 
And autographs of Prinoe Laboo, 

And redpes of elder water. 



And she was flatter'd, worshipped, bored, 

Her steps were watch'd, her dress was noted. 

Her poodle dog was quite adored. 
Her sayings were extremely quoted. 
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She Isugh'd, and every heart was glad. 
As if the taxes were abollsh'd ; 

She frown'd, and every look was sad, 
As if the opera were demolish'd. 

She amit'd on many Just for fim — 

I knew that there was nothing in it; 
I was the first, the only one 

Her heart had thought of for a minute ; 
I knew it, for she told me so. 

In phrase which was divinely moulded ; 
She wrote a eharming hand, and oh 1 

How sweetly all her notes were folded I 

Our love was like most other loves — ' 

A little glow, a little shiver; 
A rosebud and a pair of gloves, 

And " Fly Not Yet," upon the river ; 
Some jealousy of some one's heir, 

Some hopes of dying broken-hearted, . 
A miniature, a look of hair. 

The usual vows — and then we parted. 

We parted — months and years roll'd by j 

We metagain four aununers after ; 
Our parting was all sob and sigh — 

Our meeting was all mirth and laughter; 
For in my heart's most secret cell, 

There had been many other lodgers ; 
And she was not the ball-room belle, 

But only Mrs. — Something — ^Rogers. 
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A FRAGMENT OF A BALLAD : 

IKAOHnia HOW POXTBT IB BEBT PAID TOR. 
Ifon Toglio Muto BondL — Sonj. 

Oh say not that the minstrel's art, 

llie pleasant gift of Terse, 
Though hia hopes decay, though hia friends depart, 

Can ever be a curse ; — 
Though sorrow reign withia his heart. 

And Penury hold his purse. 

Say not his toil is profitless ; — 

Tliough he charm no rich relation, 
The Fairies all hia labors bleas 

With such remuneration, 
As Mr. Hume would soon confess 

Beyond hia calculation. 

Annuities, and three per cents. 

Little cares he about them ; 
And India bonds, and tithes, and renta, 

He rambles on without them : 
but lore, and noble sentiments,— 

Oh, nerer bid him doubt theml 
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orice rose from his humble bed, 
a.jei as a good youth should ; 
I he sped, with a lightsome tread, 
the neighboring wood ; 
where the berries were ripe and red, 
[lere the old oak stood. 

; lay at the noon of day, 
li the ancient tree, 
ired pilgrim passed that way ; 
man was he, 
as wending forth to pray 
trine in a far coimtrie. 

as a weary wandering, 

song or two might cheer him. 

I youth began to sing, 

ancient man drew near him ; 

was mut« SB he touohed the string, 

e thrush said, " Hear him, hear him !" 

ligh tales of the martyred brave ; 
good, and pure, and just ; 
B gone into the silent grave, 
deep faith and trust, 
bopea and thoughts which sain and save 
from their buried dust. 

if face, and the stout of limb, 

naids, and grandsirea hoary ; 

e sung on the cross their rapturous hymn, 

r passed to their doom of glory ; — 
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Thur radiant fame is never dim, 
Nor their names erased from story, 

TWe spares the stone where sleep the dead 
With angels watdiing round Aem ; 

tbe mourner's grief is comforted, 
As he looks on tiie trains that bound them ; 

And peace is shed on the murderer's head, 
And he kisses the thorns that crowned them. 

Such tales he told ; and the pilgrim heard 

In B trance of voiceless pleasure ; 
For the depths of bis inmost soul were stirred, 
B7 the sad and solemn measure : 
"I give thee my blessing," — was his word; 
" It is all I have of treasure !" 



A little child came bounding by; 

And he, in a fragrant bower, 
Had found a gorgeous butterfly, 

Bare spoil for a nursery dowpr. 
Which, with fierce step, and eager eye, 

He chased firom ilower to fiower. 

" Come hither, come hither," 'gan Florice call ; 

And the urchin left his fun ; 
80 from the hall of poor Sir Paul 

Retreats the baffled dun ; 
So Ellen parts &om the village ball, 

Where she leaves a heart half won. 
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Then Floiioe did the child carew, 

And song his sweetest songs : 
Heir theme was of the gentleness 

Which to the soul belongs, 
£re yet it knows the name or dress 

Of hunum rights and wrongs. 

And of the wants which make agree 

All parts of this vast plwi ; 
How life is in whate'er we see, 

And only life in man :— 
What matter where the less may be, 

And where the longer span 1 

And how the heart grows hard without 

Soft Pity's freshening dews ; 
And how when any life goes out 

Some little pang ensues ; — 
Facts which great soldiers often doubt, 

And wits who write reviews. 

Oh, Song hath power o'er Nature's springs. 
Though deep the Nymph has laid tliem ! 

The child gazed, gazed, on gilded wings, 
Ajs die next light breeze displayed them ; 

But he felt the while that the meaDest ihbgs 
Are dear to him that made them ! 



The sun went down behind the lull, 
The breeze was growing colder 
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A fBAsmsT OT A BALLAD. 

But there the miiutrel lingered itall ; 

And amazed the cbance bidder, 
Musing beside a rippling rill, 

With a harp upon hia shoulder. 

And soon, on a graceful eteed and tame, 

A sleelc Arabian mare. 
Hie Ladj Juliana came, 

Biding to take the air, 
With lords of fame, st whose proud name 

A radical Tould svear. 

The minstrel touched his lute again. — - 
It was more than a Sultan's crown, 

When the lady checked her bridle rein, 
And lit from her palfrey down:— 

What would you give for such a Mrain, 
Eees, Longman, Orme, and Brown 1 

He sang of Beauty's dawling eyes, 

Of Beauty's melting tone ; 
And how her praise is a richer priie 

Than the gems of Persia's throne ; 
And her love a bliss whidi the coldly wise 

Have never, never known. 

He told how the valiant scoff at fear. 
When the sob of her grief is heard ; 

How they couch the spear fiir a smile or tear 
How they die for a single word ; — 

Hiings which, 1 own, to me appear 
Exceedingly absurd. 
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The Lady soon had heard enough : 

She turned to hear Sir Delias 
Discourse, in language vastly gruff, 

About bis skill at Tennis ; 
While smooth Sir Guy described the stuff 

His mistress wore at Venice. 

The Lady smiled one radiant smile, 

And the Lady rode away. — 
There is not a lady in all our Isle, 

I have heard a Poet say, 
Who can listen more than a little whUe 

To a poet's sweetest lay. 

His mother's roic« was fierce and shrill, 

As she set the milk and fruit ; 
" Out on thine nnrewarded skill. 

And on thy vagrant lute ; 
Let the strings be broken an they will, 

And the beggar lips be mute !" 

Peace, peace ! — ^the Pilgrim as he went 

Forgot the minstrel's song ; 
But the blessing that his wan lips sent 

Will guard the minstrel long ; 
And keep his spirit innocent. 
And turn his hand from wrong. 

Belike the (diild had little thought 

Of the moral the minstrel drew ; 
But the dream of a deed of kindness wrou^t — 

Brings it not peace to you 1 
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And doth not a lesson of virtue taught 
Teach him that teaches too 1 

And if the Ladj sighed no ngh 
For the minstrel or his hf mn ;— 

But when he shall lie 'neath the moonlit sky, 
Or lip the goblet's brim, 

What a star in the midst of memoiy 
Her smile will be to him t 
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LAVHT roR BOTBVKLi. latse. 



THE COVENANTER'S LAMENT FOE BOTH- 
WELL BRIGG. 



Thi men of sin prevail I 
Once more tha prince of this world lifts his hom : 
Judsh is scattered as the chaff is borne 

Before the stormy gale. 

Where are our brethren 1 where 
Tlie good and true, the terrible and fleet 1 
Tier whom we loved, with whom we sat at meat, 

With whom we kneeled in prayer 1 

Mangled and marred they lie, 
Upon the bloody pillow of their rest : 
Stem Dalzell smiles, and Clavers with a jest 

Spurs his fierce charger by. 

So let our foes rejoice ; — 
We to the Lord, who hears their impious boasts, 
Will call for comfort ; to the God of H^ 

We will lift up our voice. 
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Give ear nnto our song ; 
For we are wsnderiiig o'er oar native land, 
As sheep tiuit have no elieptierd; and theliand 

Of wicked men is strong. 

Only to thee we bow. 
Our lips have drained the (arj of thy cup; 
And the deep murmurs of our heart! go up 

To heaven for vengeance now. 

Avenge, — oh, not our years 
Of ptun and wrong ; the blood of martyrs slie3 ; 
Hie aahes heaped upon the hoary head ; 

The muden's silent tears ; 

The babe's bread torn away ; 
The harvest blasted by the war-steed's hoof ; 
!nie red flame wreathing o'er the cottage roof ; 

Judge not for these to-day ! 

Is not thine own dread rod 
Mocked by the proud, thy holy booic disduned. 
Thy name blasphemed, thy temple's courts profiued T 

Avenge thyself, O God t 

Break Pharoah's iron crown ; 
Bind with new chains their nobles and their kings ; 
Wash from thy house the blood of unclean things; 

And hurl their Dagon down I 

Come in thine own good time ! 
We wilt abide : we have not turned from thee; 
I'hough in a world of grief our portion be, 

Of bitter grief, and crime. 
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.153 LAUXRT TOB BOIHWXLL BRIfifi. 

Be diou our guard and guide ! 
Forth from the spoiler's syn&gogae we go, 
That we maj worship where the torrents flow, 

And where the whirlwinds ride. 

From lonely rocks and caves 
We will pour forth our Baorifice of prayer, — 
On, brethren, to die moimtains ! Seek we tJiere 

Safe temples' g^uiet graves t 
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HOPE AND LOVE. 

Oki day, dirough fimoy's teleaoope^ 

Which is mj riohest treasure, 
I sav, dear Susan, Love and Hope 

Set out in search of Pleasuro : 
All mirth and amiles I saw them go ; 

Each yna the otJier's banker ; 
For Hope took up her brother's boir, 

And Love, his nater's anchor. 

11i«y rambled on oVr Tale and hill, 

They passed by cot and tower ; 
Through summer's glow and winter's cbill. 

Through snusliine and throu^ shower : 
But what did those fond playmates cara 

For climate, or for weather? 
All scenes to them were bright and &ir, 

On which they gazed together. 

Sometimes they turned aside to bless 
Some Muse and her wild numbers, 

Or breathe a dream of holiness 
On Beauty's quiet slumbers ; 
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" Fly on," sud Wisdom, with cold Bneers ; 

" I teaoh my frtendB to 4oubt you ;" 
" Come back," «ud Age, with bitter tean, 

" My heart is cold without you." 

When Poverty beaet their path. 

And threatened to divide them, 
Hey coaxed away the beldame's wrath, 

Ere she had breath to chide them, 
By vowing all her rags were silk, 

And all her hitters, honey. 
And showing taste for bread and milk. 

And utter seom of money. 

They met stem Danger in their way, 

Upon a rain seated ; 
Before him kings had quaked that day. 

And armies had retreated : 
But he was robed in such a doud, 

As Love and Hope came near him, 
That though he thundered long and loud, 

Tliey did not see or hear him. 

A gray -beard joined them, Tima by name ; 

And Love was nearly crazy. 
To find that he was very lame, 

And also very lazy : 
Hope, as he listened to her tale, 

Tied wings upon his jacket ; 
And then they far outran the mail. 

And far outsailed the packet. 
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And so, when they had safely pused 

O'er many a land and billow, 
Before a grave th«y stopped at last, 

Beneath a weeping willow : 
The moon upon the humble mound 

Her softest light was flinging ; 
And from the thioketa all around 

Sad nightingales were singing. 

" I leave you here," quoth Fadier lime, 

As hoarse as any raven ; 
And love kneeled down to spell the rhyme 

Upon the rude stone graven : 
But Hope looked onward, calmly brave j 

And whispered, " Dearest brother, 
We're parted on this side the grave, — 

We'll meet upon the other." 
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PRIVATE THEATRICALS. 



LAST *Bjmn.i.« rrSTUS TO LOKD 

Sweet, when Acton flnt appMT, 

The loud ooUiiiioii of apptsuding gTovei I 

Jlamaaa. 

Tour labors, my talented brother, 

Are happily over at last ; 
They tell me, that, somehow or other, 

The bill ia rgected, — or past : 
And now youll be coming, Fm certMO, 

As &3t as your posters can crawl, 
To help us to draw up our cuitain, 

As usual, at Fustian Hall. 

AirangementB are nearly completed ; 

But still we've a loTcr or two, 
Whom Lady Albina entreated, 

We'd keep at all hazards for you : 
Sir Arthur makes horrible faces, — < 

Lord John is a trifle too tall, — 
And yours are the safest embraces 

To f^nt in, at Fustian Hall. 
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Come, Clitrence ; — it's really enchanting 

To listen and look at tbe rout : 
We're all of us puffing, and panting, 

And raving, and running about ; 
Here Kitty and Adelaide bustle ; 

Here Andrew and Anthony bawl ; 
Flutes murmur, chains rattle, robes rustle, 

In chorus, at Fustian Hall. 



By the bye, there are two or three n 

"We want you to bring us from town ; 
The Inca's white plumes from the hatter's, 

A nose and a hump for the Clown : 
We want a few harps for our banquet, 

We want a few masks for our ball ; 
And steal from your wise friend Bosanquet 

His white wig, for Fustian Hall. ' 

Huncamunca must have a huge saber, 

Friar Tuck has forgotten his cowl ; 
And we're quite at a stand-still with Weber, 

For want of a lizard and owl : 
And then for our funeral procession, 

Fray get us a love of a pall ; 
Or how shall we make an impression 

On feelings, at Fustian Hall I 

And, Garence, you'll really delight us. 
If you'll do your endeavor to bring 

From the Club a young person to ^ite us 
Our prologue, and that sort of thing ; 
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Poor Crotchet, who did them, supremely, 
la gone, for a judge, to Bengal ; 

I fear we ^lall miss him extremely, 
Tiua eeason, at Fustian HalL 

Come, Clarence ; — ^your idol Alhina 

Will make a seDBation, I feel ; 
We all think there never was seen t, 

Performer, so like the O'Neill. 
At rehearsals, her exquisite &ncy 

Has deeply affected us all ; 
For one tear that trickles at Drury, 

Tliere'll be twenty at Fusdan HalL 

Dread objects are scattered before her, 

On purpose to harrow her soul ; 
She stares, till a deep spell comes o'er her, 

At a knife, or a cross, or a howl. 
The sword never seenw to alarm her. 

That hangs on a p^ to the wail. 
And she doats on thy rusty old armor, 

Lord Fustian, of Fustian Hall. 

She stabbed a bright mirror this morning,— 

Poor Kitty was quite out of breath, — 
And trampled, in anger and sconung, 

A bonnet and feathers to death. 
But hark, — IVe a part in the Stranger, — 

There's the Prompter's detestable call : 
Come, Clarence, — our Romeo and Ruiger, 

We want you at Fustian Hall, 
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ALEXANDER AND DIOGENES. 

DiogMMB Aleiudro roguitl ut dietftat, Si quid opus «uet, " 
qilld«m paoUolam," iaqoit^ " • kiIb.'' — Oiecro Tuto, Ditp. 

Slowly the monarch turned aside : 
But vtien his glance of youthful pride 
Bested upon the warriors gray 
Who bore his Jance and shield that daf, 
And the long line of spears, that came 
Through the far grove like waves of flame, 
His forehead humed, his pulse beat high, 
More darkly flashed his shifting eye, 
And visions of the bottle-plain 
Came burstsng on hia soul agun. 

The old man drew Ms gaze away 
Right gladly from that long array, 
Aj> if their presence were a blight 
Of pain and sickness to his sight ; 
And slowly folding o'er his breast 
The fragments of his tattered vest, 
As was his wont, unasked, unsought, 
Gave to the winds his muttered thought, 
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Naming no name of Mend or foe, 
And reckless if they heard or no, 

" -^71 S° ^7 ^^7) ^^^ painted thin^ 
Puppet, which mortals call a king^ 
Adorning thee with idle gems, 
With drapery and diadems, 
And scarcely guessing, that beneath 
The purple robe and laurel -wreath, 
There's noUiing but the common slime 
Of human clay and human crime ! — ■ 
Hy rags are not bo rich, — but they 
Will serve as well to cloak decay. 

"And ever round thy jeweled brow 
False slaves and &lBer friends will how ; 
And Flattery, — as varnish flings 
A baseness on the brightest things, — 
Will make the monarch's deeds appeal 
All worthless to die monarch's ear, 
T^I Ihou wilt turn and think that Fame, 
So vilely drest is worse than shame 1 — 
The gods be tlianked for all their mercies, 
Diogenes hears naught but curses ! 

" And thou wilt banquet ! — air and sea 
Will render up their hoards for thee ; 
And golden cups for thee will hold 
Rich nectar, richer than the gold. 
The cunning caterer still must share 
The dainties which his toils prepare : 
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The page's lip mnst taste the wine 
Before he fills the cup for thine ! — 
Wilt feast with me on Hecate's oheert 
I dread no rojal hemlock here! 

"And night will come ; and thou wilt lie 
Beneath a purple canopy, 
With lutes to lull thee, flowers to shed 
Tlieir feverish fragrance round thy bed, 
A princess to undasp thy crest. — 
A Spartan spear to guard tfay rest-~ 
Dream, happy one ! — thy dreams will b« 
Of danger and of perfidy ; — 
The Persian lance, — the Carian dub ! — 
I shall sleep sounder in my tub ! 

" And thou wilt pass away, and have . 
A marble mountain o'er thy grave, 
With pillars tall, and chambers vast, 
Fit palace for the worm's repast ! — 
I too shall perish ! — ^let them call 

^ The vulture to my fiineral ; 
The Cynic's staff, the Cynic's den. 
Are all ha leaves his follow men, — 
Heedless how this oorruptJon fores,— 
Yea, heedless though it mix with theirs V* 
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• "I «aii d«m», ilr, 

If I wt w^ «nd (Iwp well." 



If I could scare the mm ftway, 

No light should ever shine ; 
If I could bid die douds obejr, 

^ndck darlcnea should be mine ; 
Where'er my weary footsteps roam, 

I hate whate'er I see ; 
And &ncy buUda a birer borne 

In Slumber's liour for ni& 

I had a Tisi<)n yestemight 

Of a &irer land than this, 
Where Heaven was cJothed in warmth and light, 

Where Earth was full of bliss ; 
And every tree was rich with fruits, 

And every field with flowera, 
And every zephyr wakened lutes 

In pasaion-hauDted bowers. ' 
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I dambered ap a loAy rodk, 

And did not find it ateep ; 
I read through a page and a half of Looke 

And did not &I1 aaleep. 
I sud whst«'er I may but feel, 

I paid wfaate'er I ove ; 
And I danced one dajr an Irish reel 

With Ae gout in every toe.- 

And I was mora than aiz feet high, 

And fbrtonate and vise ; 
And I had a voice of melody, 

And boudifiil black eyes ; 
Mf horses like the lightning went. 

My barrala carried true; 
And I held my txKigue at an argument^ 

And winning cards at Loo. 

I saw an old It^ian priest, 

Who spoke wkhout disguise ; 
And I dined with a Judge, who ewore, like Besl^ 

All libels should be lies. 
I bought for a penny a two-penny loaf 

Of wheat, and nothing mon ; 
I danced with a female philosopher 

Who was not quite a bore. 

Iliere waa a crop of wheat which grew 
Where plou^ was never brought ; 

There waa a noble lord who knew 
What he was never taught. 
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There vas a scheme in the gazette 
For a lottery without blanks ; 

And a Parliament had lately mel^ 
Without a single Baakes, 

And there were Kings who never went 

To Ouffi for half a crown ; 
And Lawjera who were eloc[uent 

Without a wig or gown : 
And Statesmen who forebore to praise 

Thur grayhounds and their guns; 
And Poets who deserved the bays. 

And did not dread the duns j 

And Boroughs were bought widiout a t£st, 

And no man feared the Pope ; 
And the Irish cabins were all pOssesMd 

Of Xiiberty and soap ; 
And the Chancellor, feeling very nek, 

Had Jnst resigned the seals ; 
And a clever little Catholic 

Was hearing Sootdi aj^eals. 

There was no fraud in the penal oode, 

No dunce in the public schools, 
No dost or dirt on a private road, 

No afaame in Wellesly Pole. 
Thay showed -me a figurante, whose name 

Had nero- known diagraoe ; 
And a gentleman of spotless fame, 

With Mr. Boohsa's &ce. 
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It was on idle dream — but tbou, 

Beloved one t wert there ; 
With thy dark dear eyee and beaming brow, 

White neck and fioating hair ; 
And oh t I had an honest heart, 

And a house of Portland Stone ; 
And thou wert dear, as still thou art : . 

And more than dear — uxj own. 

Oh bitterness ! the morning broke, 

Alike fi>r boor and bard ; 
And thou vert married when I woke, 

And bH dte rest were marred : 
And toil and trouble, noise and eteam. 

Came back with coming ray, 
And if I thought the dead could dream, 

Vd hang myself to-day. 
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PALINODIA. 



Hoc ndne tliii IcMon— lint cipuienoe'i whidh it taught tu 

TsntK was a time when I could feel 

All paaaion's hopes and fears, 
And tell what toDgues can ne'er reveal, 

By smUes, and sighs, and tears. 
Hie days are gone 1 no more ! no more, 

The cruel &tes allow ; 
And though Tm hardly twenty-four, 
Fm not a lover now 1 

Lady, the mist is on my sight, 

The chill is on my brow ; 
My day is night, my bloom is blight, 
I'm not a lover now ! 

I never talk about the olonda, 

I laogh at prls and boys ; 
Pm growing rather fbud of crowds, 

And very fond of noise^ 
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PALIITODIA. 

neyer wander forth alone 
Upon the mountain's brow ; 

weighed last winter eixteeii 
I'm not a lovef now 1 

never wish to raise a reil, 

I never raise a sigh, 
never tell a tender tale, 

I never tell a lie ; 
cannot kneel as once I did, 

I've quite foi^ot my bow, 
never do as I am bid — 

Pm not a lover now. 



make strange blmiders ev^y day, 

If I would be gallant— 
Take smiles for wrinlcles, black for gray, 

And nieces for their aunt ; 
fly from folly, though it flows 

From lipB of loveliest glow ; 
don't object to length of nose — 

I'm not a lover now ! 

The Hose's steed is very fleet — 

I'd rather ride my mare ; 
The poet hunts a quaint conceit — 

I'd rather hunt a hare ; 
I've learned to utter yours and yon. 

Instead of thine and thou ; 
And, oh ! I can't endure ft blue I 

I'm not a lover now ! 
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i PALIKODIA. 

I don't encourage idle dreuna 

Of poison, or of ropes ; 
I cannot dine on oiiy schemeB, 

I cannot sup on hopes ! 
Now milk I ovu is very fine, 

Just foaming &om the oow ; 
But yet, I want my pint of wine^ 

I'm not a lover now ! 

When Laura sings young hearts away, 

Fm deafer than the deep ; 
When Leonora goes to play, 

I sometimes go to sleep ; 
When Mary draws her white gloves out, 

1 never dance, I vow — 
Too hot to kick one's heels about ! — 

Fm not a lover now t 

Vm busy with the State ftffiurs, 

I prate of PiU and Fox ! 
I ask the price of railroad shares, 

I watdi the turn of stocks. 
And this is life — no verdure blooms 

Upon the withered bough ; 
I save a fortune in perfuine»^ 

Vm not a lover now ! 

I may be yet what others are, 

A boudoir's babbling fool j 
The fiattered star of bench and bar, 

A party's chief or tool. 
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Come show or or aunshiae — tiope or fe&t, 

The palace or the plough, 
My heart and lute are broken here — 
I'm not a lover now ! 

Lady, the mist is on my ught. 

The chill is on my brow, 
My day ia night, my bloom is blight, 
I'm not a lover now ! 
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SCHOOL AND SCHOOL-FELLOWS. 

TwsLTi years ago I made a mock 

Of filthy trades and traffics : 
I wondered what they meant by stock ; 

I wrote delightful sapphies: 
I knew the streets of Rome an^ ^I^7t 

I supp'd with fates and furies; 
Twelve years ago I was a boy, 

A happy boy, at Drury's. 

Twelve years ago ! — how many a thought 

Of faded paints and pleasures 
ITiose whispered syllables have brought 

From memory's hoarded treasures ! 
The fields, the forms, the beasts, the books. 

The glories and disgraces, 
The voices of dear friends, the looks 

Of old familiar faces. 

Where are my friends t — I am alone. 

No playmate shares my beaker — 
Some lie beneath the church-yard stone, 
And some before the Speaker ; 



»i by Google 



SOBOOL ASH BaHOOL-VBllOWS. 

And Bome compote & tragedy, 

And some compoae a rondo ; 
And some draw sword for liberty, 

And some draw pleaa for John Doe. 

Tom &nil was used to blacken eyes, 

Without the fear of sessions ; 
Charles Medler loath'd false quaotides, 

As much as false professions, 
Now Mill keeps order in the land, . 

A magistrate pedantio ; 
And Medler'e feet repose nnacann'd, 

Beneath the wide Atlantic. 

Wild Nick, whose oaths made such a din. 

Does Dr. Martext's duty ; 
And Mullion, with that monstrous chin, 

Is married to a beauty ; 
And D&rrel studies, week by week, 

His Mant and not his Manton ; 
And Ball, who was but poor at Greek, 

Is very rich at CtaittM. 

And I am eigb^and-twenty now — 

The world's cold chain haa bound me ; 
And darker shades are on my brow, 

And sadder scenes around me : 
In Parliament I fiUmy seat, 

With many other noodles ; 
And lay my bead in Germyn-street, 

And sip my hock at Doodle's, 
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2 BOHOOL AND 80 BO O L-rSLLOITS. 

.But often when the carea of life 

Have aet my temples aching, 
When visions haunt me of a wile, 

Whea duns await my waking, 
When Lady Jane is in a pet. 

Or Hobby in a hurry, 
When Captain Hazard wins a bet, 

Or Beaulien spoils a curry : 

For hours and hours, 1 think and talk 

Of each remember'd hobby ; 
I long to lounge in Poet's Walk — 

To shiver in the lobby ; 
I wish that I could run away 

From house and court, and levee, 
Where bearded men appear to^ilay, 

Just Eton boys, grown heavy ; 

That I could bask in childhood's sun, 

And dance o'er childhood's roses ; 
And find huge wealth in one pound one, 

Vast wit and broken noses ; 
And pray Sir Giles at Datchet Lane, 

And call the milk-maids Houris ; 
Hat I could be a boy again — 

A happy boy at Drury's ! 
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TO A LADT. . 

What »re you, lady t — naught is here 

To tell us of your Bame or Btoiy ; 
To clum the gazer's smile or tear, 

To dub you whig, or daub you tory. 
It ia beyond a poet's skill, 

To fbrm the slightest notion, irhether 
We e'er shall walk through one quadrillfl^ 

Or look upon one moon together. 

You're very pretty ! — all the world 

Are talking of your bright brow's splendor, 
And of your locks, so softly curled, 

And of your hands, so white and slender; 
Some think you're blooming in Bengal ; 

Some say you're blowing in the dty; 
Some know you're nobody at all ; 

I only feel, you're very pretty. 

But bless my heart ! it's very wrong : 
You're making all our belles ferocious ; 

Anne "never daw a chin so long;" 
And Laura thinks your dress " atrocious ;" 
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. And Ladf Jane, who now and Iben 
Is taken for the village steeple, 
Is sure you can't be four feet ten, 
And " wonders at the taste of people." 

Soon pass the pruaes of a face ; 

Swift fades die very best Termilion; 
Fame rides a moM prodi^oua paoe ; 

Oblivion follows on the pOlion ; 
And all, who, in these sultry rooms, 

To-day have stared, ^d pushed, and fainted. 
Will soon forget your pearls and plumes, 

As if they never had been painted. 

You'll be forgotten-^-as old debts 
By persons who are used to borrow; 

Forgotten — as the" sun that sets. 

When shines a new one on the morrow ; 

Forgotten — like the luscious peach, 
That blessed the school-boy last September; 

Forgotten — like a maiden speech, 
; Whicb all men praise, but none remember. 

Yet, ere you sink into the stream, 

That whelms alike, s^e, saint, and martyt, 
And soldier's sword, and minstrel's theme, 

And Canning's wit, and Gatton's charter, 
Here of the fortunes itf your youth 

My fancy weaves her dim conjectures, 
Which have, perhaps, as much of truth 

As Passion's vows, o; Cobbett's lectures. 



»i by Google 



WasH in tbe uordi or in the south, 

That summer-breezes rocked jour oncUet 

And had jou in jour b»bj mouth 

A wooden or a silver ladle 1 
And was jour first, unoonscioua sleep, 

Bj Brownie banned, or blessed bj faiiyt 
And did you wake to laugh or weep 1 

And where jou christened Maud or Maryt 

And was your father called " your grace t" 

And did he bet at Ascot races 1 
And did he chatter common-placet 

And did he fill a soore of places 1 
And did jour lady-mother's charms 

CtHieist in pickltnga, broiling^, bastings T 
Or did sho prate about the arms 

Her brave forefather won at Hastings T 

Where were jou " finished 1" tell me where! 

Was it at Chelsea, or at Chiswickl 
Had you the ordinary share 

Of books and bacltboard, harp and phjsiof 
And did they bid jou banish pride, 

And mind your oriental tinting? 
And did jou learn how Dido died. 

And who found out the art of printingt 

And are jou fond of lanes and brooks, 

A votarj of the sylvan muses? 
Or do you con the little books 

Which Baron Brougham and Vaux difitiBei ! 
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6 TO A I.ADT, 

Or do you love to knit and sew, 
The fashionable world's Arachne % 

Or do you canter down the Eow, 
Upon a very long-tailed hackney t 

And do you lore youi brother James t 

And do you pet his mares and setterat 
And have your friends romantic names 1 

And do you write them long, long letters 1 
And are you — since the world began 

All women are— a little spiteful { 
And don't you dote on Malibran t 

And don't you think Tom Moore delightful t 

I see they've brought you flowers to-day, 

Delicious food for eyes and noses ; 
But carelessly you turn away 

From all the pinks, and all the roses; 
Say, is that fond look sent in search 

Of one whose look as fondly answers T 
And is he, fairest, in the church, 

Or is he — aint ho — ^in the Lancers t 

And is your love a motley page 

Of black and white, half joy, half sorrowl 
Are you to wMt till you're of age ? 

Or are you to be his to-morrow 1 
Or do they bid you, in their scorn. 

Your pure and sinless flame to smother t 
Is he so very meanly bom t 

Or are you married to another I 
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TO A LADT, 

Whate'er jou are, at last, adieu t 

I think it is your bounden duty 
To let the rhymes I coin for you, 

Be prized by all who pme your beauty. 
From you I seek nor gold nor fame; 

From you I fear no cruel strictures; 
I vish some girla that 1 could name 

Were half as silent aa their pictures I 
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CONFESSIONS. 

A. aEXABBNA&IAK, 



hi youth, Trhen pen and fitigera first 

Coined rhymes for all who choose to seek 'em. 
Ere luring hope's gay bubbles burst, 

Or Chitty was my vade mecum. 
Ere years bad charactered my brow 

With the deep lines, that well become it. 
Or told me that warm hearts could grow 

Cold aa Mont Blano'a snow-covered snmmiL 

When my slow step and solenm swing 

Were steadier and somewhat brisker, 
When velvet collars were " the thing," 

And long before I wore a whisker, 
Ere 1 had measured six feet two. 

Or bought Havanas by the dozen, 
I fell in love — as many do — 

She was an angel — ^hem — my cousin. 

Sometimes my eye, its liirtive glance 

Cast back on memory's short-hand record; 

I wonder — if by any chance 

Life's future page will be so checkered ! 
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COHFKIBIOITB. 

2Sj angel oouaia ! — ah ! her form^ — 
Her loftjr brow — her curia of raTen, 

Eyes darker than the thunder storm, 
Its lightnings ilaahing from their huTsn. 

Her lip with music eloquent 

As her own grand upright piaoo ; 
No — never jet was peri lent 

To earth like thee, sweet Adriana. 
I may not — dare not — call to mind 

Tbs joys that once my breast elated, 
Hiough yet, methinks, the morning wind 

Sweeps o'er my ear, with thy tones frei^ted; 

And then I pause, and turn aside 

From pleasure's throng of panglesfr-hearted, 
To weep ! No. Sentiment aild pride 

Are by each other always thwarted ! 
I press my hand upon my brow, 

To still the throbbing pulse that heST« i^ 
Becsl my boyhood's faltered vow, 

And marvel — if she still believes it 

But she is woman — and her heart, 

Like her tiara's brightest jewel. 
Cold — hard — till kindled by some art, 

Then quenchless burns — itself its fuel- 
So poets say. Well, let it pass. 

And those who list may yield it credit; 
But as for constancy, alas ! 

I've never known — Fve only read it 
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Love ! 'tU a roying fire, at most 

The eaerpa tanta of life's ocean ; 
Now flashing through the storm, now lost — 

Who trust, 'tis said, rue their devotion. 
It may be, 'tis a mooted creed — 

I have my doubts, and it — ^believere, 
Though one is ftuthless — where's tiie need 

Of shunning all — as gay deeeivera t 

I said I loved, i did. But ours 

Was felt, not growled hycena fitshion I 
We wandered not at moonlight hours, 

Some dignity restrained t^e passion ! 
We loved — 1 never stooped to woo ; 

We met — I always doffed my beaver; 
She smiled a careless " how d'ye do— 

Good morning, sir ;" — ^I rose to leave her. 

She loved — she never told me so; 

I never asked — I could not doabt it ; 
Tor there were signs on cheek and hrow ; 

And asking ! Love is known without it ! 
Twaa miderstood— we were content, 

And rode, and sucg, and waltzed tc^ether I 
Alone, witliout embarrassment 

We talked of something — not the wta&er! 

T^me rolled along — the partmg hour 

With arrowy speed brought its distresseB, 

A kisa — a miniature — a flower — 
A ringlet from those raven tresses; 
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GoirrEseioirs. ] 

And the tears that would unbidden start, 
(An hour, perhaps, and they had perished,) 

In the far ehambere of my heart, 
J swore her image should be cherished. 

Fve looked on peril — ^it has glared 

In fitshionable forms upon me, 
From leveled um — from weapon bared — 

And dootora three attending on me I 
But never did my sternness wane 

At pang by shot or steel imparted, 
Fd not recall that hour of pain 

For years of bliss — it passed — we parted. 

We parted — though her tear-gemmed cheeks, 

Her hea'ving breast had thus unmanned m^^ 
She quite forgot me in three weeks I 

And other beauties aoon trepanned me. 
We met — and did not find it hard 

Joy's overwhelming tide to smother- 
There was a " Mre." on my card, 

And she — vat married to anoAert 
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A LETTER OF ADVICK 

rsOH XISS tllDOKIA IKKVIUAH, AT PAODA, TO 1I1B8 
ABAMIHTA TATA80UB, DT LONDOIF. 



YotJ toil me ytKi're promised a lover, 

My own Aiuminta, next week ; 
Why cannot my &ncy discover 

Hie. hue of his coat and his cheek I 
Alas ! if he looks like another, 

A viear, a banker, a beau, 
Be deaf to your father and mother, 

My owti Araminta, say "No!" 

If he wears a top boot in his wooing, 

If he comes to you riding a cob, 
If he talks of his baking or brewing, 

If he puts up his feet on the hob, 
If he ever driaks port after dinner, 

If £s brow or his breeding is low. 
If he calls himself " Thompson" or " Skinner," 

My own Araminta, say " No !" 



»i by Google 



A LXTTIB OF ADYICX. 

If he studies the news In the papers, 

While you are preparing the t«a, 
If he talks of the damps and the vapora, 

While moonlight lies soft on the sea, 
If he's sleepy while you are capricious, 

If he has not a musical " Oh !" 
If he does not call Werter delicious, 

My own Araminta, say " No !" 

If he ever sets foot in the dty, 

Among the stockbrokers and Jews, 
If be has not a heart fiill of pity, 

If he don't stand sis feet in his shoes, 
If his lips are not redder than roses, 

If his hands are not whiter than snow^ 
If he has not the modd of noses — 

My own Araminta, say " No !" 

If be speaks of a tax or a duty, 

If he does not look grand on liis knees, 
If he's blind to a landscape of beauty, 

Hills, valleys, rocks, waters, and trees, 
If he dotes not on desolate towers. 

If he likes not to hear the blast blow. 
If he knows not the language of flowers— 

My own Araminta, say " No t" 

He must walk like a god of old story. 
Come down from the home of his rest; 

He must smile like the sun in its glory. 
On tite buds he loves ever the best : 



»i by Google 



L X LKTTEB or ADTtOK. 

And, oh, from its ivory portal, 

Like music his soft speech must flow I — 
If he speak, smLe, or walk like a mortal — 

My own Araminta, say " No 1" 

Don't listen to tales of his beauty, 

Don't hear what they tell of his birth, 
Don't look at his seat la the county, 

Don't calculate what he is worth ; 
But give him a theme to write verse on. 

And see if he turns out his toe ; — 
If he'd only an excellent person,— 

My own Araminta, say " No I" 
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OCE BALL. 



"CMnment t o'est Iti! T que le je regardB enoore I — ifMt qua vnl- 
ment Q est bisn ohonge ; n'cat ce pas, mon papa V 



Yoo'u. come to our ball ; — since we parted, 

Fve thought of you more than I'll say ; 
Indeed I was half b^oku^hea^ted 

For a week, when they took you away. 
Fond fancy brought back to my slumbers 

Our walks on the Ness and the Den, 
And echoed the musical numbers 

Which you used to sing to me then. 
I know the romance, since it's over, 

Twere idle, or worse, to recall ; — 
I know you're a terrible ro^er ; 

But, Clarence, you'll come to our Ball ! 

It's only a year since, at College, 

You put on your cap and your gown ; 

But, Clarence, you've grown out of knowledge. 
And changed from the spur to the crown : 
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The voice th&t was best vhen it faltered. 

Is fuller and firmer in tone : 
And the smile that should never have altered, — 

Dear Clarence ; — it is not your own ; 
Tonr cravat was badly selected. 

Your coat don't become you at all ; 
And why is youf hair so neglected 1 

You must hav^ it curled for onr BslL 

- Tve often been out upon Haldon 

To look for a covey with Pup; 
■ Tve often been over to Shaldon, 

To see how your boat is Itud up. 
In spite of the terrors of Aunty, 

I've ridden the filly you broke ; 
And TvB studied your sweet little Dants 

In the shade of your favorite oak : 
When I sat io July to Sir Lawrence, 

I sat in your love of a shawl ; 
And I'll wear what you brou^t me from Florence, 

Perhaps, if you'll come to our BoIL 

You'll find us all changed since you vanished ; 

We've set up a National School ; 
And waltzing is utterly banished ; 

And Ellen has married a fool ; 
The Major is going to travel ; 

Miss Hyacinth threatens a rout ; 
The walk is laid down with fresh gravel; 

Papa is laid up with the gout : 
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o-ua BAib. 

And Jane haa gme on vitk her etseli, 
And Anne has gone off vltb Sir Paul ; 

And Fannj is aick with the measles, — 
And I'll tell you the rest ftt the BalL 

You'll meet all your beauties ; — the Lily 

And the Fairy of Willowbrook Farm, 
' And Lucy, who mode me so silly 

At Dawlish, by taking your arm ; 
Miss Manners, wbo always abused you. 

For talking so much about Hock; 
And her sister who often amused you, 

By raving of rebels and Rock ; 
And something which surely would answer, 

An heiress quite freah from Bengal ; — 
So, though you were seldom a dancer, 

You'll dance, just ibr once, at our Ball. 

But out on the world ! — from the flowers 

It shuts out the sunshine of truth : 
It blights the green leaves in the bowers, 

It makes an old age of our youth : 
And the flow of our feeling, once in it, 
- Like a streamlet beginning to freeze, 
TTiough it cannot turn ice in a minute. 

Grows harder by sudden degrees. 
Time treads o'er the graves of affection ; 

Sweet hopey is turned into gall ; 
Perhaps you have no reoollection 

That ever you danced at our Ball. 
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L88 OVA BALL. 

Yon OQoe could be pleaeed with our ballads ; — 

ToJay you have critical ears ; 
You once conM be charmed with our salads ; 

Alas ! you've been dining with Peers ; 
Ton trifled and flirted with many ; 

You've foi^ttan the when and the how ; 
There was one you liked better tlian any ; 

Perhaps you've forgotten her now. 
But of those you remember moat newly, 

Of those who delight or enthral, 
None love you a quarter so truly 

As some you will find at our Ball. 

They tell me you've many who flatter, 

Because of your wit and your song ; 
They tell me (and what does it matter?) 

You like to be praised by the throng : 
They tell me you're shadowed with laurel. 

They tell me you're loved by a Blue; 
They teli me you're sadly immoral — 

Dear Clarence, that cannot be true I 
But to me you are still what I found you 

Before you grew clever and toll ; 
And you'll think of the spell that once bound you : 

And you'll come, won't you come t to our Ball t 
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MY PARTNER. 



"Tbera is, perhtpa, no snbjeot af mora muvere*] !iit«reat in tli« 
whole noge of lutantl knowledge, thtm ttut of the nneesaing flii«tii>- 
tiona whioh Uke pliM In the Umoaphsra in Thiob ve are imnened." 



At Cheltenham, where one drinka one'a fill 

Of folly and cold water, 
I dancedf last year, my first quadiille, 

With old Sir Geofirey's daughter. 
Her cheek with aummer'a rose might Tie, 

When aummer'a rose is newest; 
Her eyes were blue as autumn's aky, 

When antumn'a aky ia bluest; ■ 

And well my heart might deem her one 

Of life'a moat preoioua flowers, 
For half her thoughts were of its aun. 

And half were of its showers. 



I spoke of novela : — " ViTian Grey" 
Was positively charming, 

And " Almaok's" infinitely gay, 
And " Frankrastdn" alarming ; 
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9 UT PART NIB. 

I said "I>e Vere" was chastely told, 
Thought well of "Herbert Lacy," 

Called Mr. Banim's sketches " bold," 
And Lady Morgan'* " racy ;" 

I Towed the last new thing of Hook's 
Was vastly entertaining ; 

And Laura said — " I dote on books, 
e it's always raining I" 



I -talked of music's gorgeous fiinc, 

I raved about Rossini, 
Hoped RoDzo would coma baok agfun, 

And criticised Pacini ; 
I wished the chorus singers dumb, 

The trumpets more pacific. 
And eult^sed Brocard's aplomb, 

And voted Paul " terrific," 
What cared she for Medea's pride 

Or Desdemona's sorrow 1 
"Alas !" my beauteous listener sighed, 

" We must have storms to-morrow !" 

I told her tales of otlier lands; 

Of ever-boiling fountuns, 
Of poisonous lakes, and barren sands, 

Vast forests, tracliless mountains : 
I pointed bi^ht Italian skies, ' 

I lauded Persian Roses, 
Coined similes for Spanish eyes, 

And jests- for Indian nwea i 
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I laughed at Lisbon's lore of mass, 
And Vienna's dread of treuoa; 

And Laura asked me where the glaaa 
Stood at Madrid last season. 

I broadied whate'er had gone its rounds, 

The week before, of scandal ; 
What made Sir Luke lay down his houoda, 

And Jane take up her Handel ; 
Why Julia walked upon the heath, 

With the pale moon above her; 
Where Flora lost her false front teeth, 

And Anne her false lover ; 
How Lord de B. and Mrs. L. 

Had crossed the sea together ; 
My shuddering partner cried — " Oh, Ceil ! 

How could they in such weather!" 

Was she a blue 1 — I put my trust 

In strata, petals, gases ; 
A boudoir-pedant ?— I discussed 

The toga and the tasces ; 
A cockney-muae ? — I mouthed a deal 

Of folly from Endymion ; 
A saint 'i — I praised the pious zeal 

Of Messrs. Way and Simeon ; 
A politician 1 — It was vain' 

To quote the moming paper ; 
The horrid phantoms come again, 

R^, h^, and snow, and vapor. 
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Flat flattery was my only chance, 

I acted deep devotioii, 
Pound magic in her every glance, 

Grace in her every motion ; 
I wasted all a stripling's lore, 

Prayer, passion, folly, feeling ; 
And wildly looked upon the floor. 

And wildly on the ceiling ; 
I envied gloves upon her arm, 

And shawls upon her shoulder ; 
And when my worship was most warm. 

She "never found it colder," 

I don't object to wealth or land ; 

And she will have the giving 
Of ao extremely pretty hand, 

Some thousands, and a living. 
She makes silk purses, broiders stools. 

Sings sweetly, dances finely. 
Paints screens, subscribes to Sunday scbocJa, 

And sits a horse divinely. 
But to be linked for life to her ! 

The desperate man who tried it. 
Might marry a barometer, 

And hang himself beside it ! 
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LEmSt 7B0M 
MISS AMELIA JANE MORTEMEB, LONDON, 

TO BIB HinrBT CLirroBD, PARIS. 

Dmb Harry you owe me letter — 

Nay, I really believe it is two j 
But I make you still &rther my debtoi^— 

I seud you thia brief bilkt-dovx, 
He shock was bo great wben we parted, 

I can't overcome mj r^ret : 
At firat I was quite broken-hearted, 

And have never reoovered it yet ! 

I have scarcely been out to a psjrty, 

But have seat an excuse, or been ill ; 
I have played but three times at ecarte, 

And danced but a single quadrille ; 
&£&. then I was aad, for my heart ne'er 

One moment oeased thjnhing of tliee — 
Fd a haodeoiDe young man for a partner, 

And a handsomer atill vit-a-vit. 
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But I had such a piun in my forehead, 

And felt so ennuied and so tired, 
I must have looked perfectly horrid — 

Yet they say I was really admired ! 
You^l smile — but mamma heard a lancer, 

As he whispered his friend, and said he, 
"The best and most beautiful dnncer 

Is the lady in white" — meaning me ! 

Tve been once to Lord Dorival'a goireei, 

Whose daughter in music excels — 
Do they still wear the silk they call moireaf 

They will know if you ask at Pardel's — 
She begged me to join in a duett, 

But the melody died on my tongue ; 
And I thought I should never get through it, 

It was one yr,e so oflen have sung. 

In your last you desire me to mention 

The news of the court and the town ; 
But there's nothing now worth your attention, 

Or deserving of my noting down. 
They say things are bad in the city, 

And pa thinks they'll only get worse ; 
And they say new bonnets are pretty, 

But I think them quite the reverse. 

Lady Black has brought out her three danghten^ 

Good figures hut timid and shy ^ 
Mrs, White's gone to Bath for the waters. 

And the doctors declare she will die. 
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It's all off 'twixt Miss Brown and Sir Stephen, 
He found they could never agree ; 

Her temper's so very uneven, 
I always said how it would be. 

The Misa Whitea are grown very fine creatures, 

Though they look rather lar^e in a room ; 
Uiss Gray ia gone off in her features, 

Miaa Green has gone off— with her groom 1 
Lord Littleford's dead, and that noodle 

His son has succeeded his sire ; 
And her Ladyship's lost the fine poodle, 

That you and I used to admire. 

Little Joe is advancing in knowledge. 

He begs me to send his regard, 
And Charles goes on Monday to college, 

But mamma thinks he studies too hard. 
We are loosing our man-cook, he marries, 

My French f^mmu de ehamhrt, Baptiste ; 
Pa wishes you'd send one from Paris, 

But he must be a first rate ctrtUle. 

1 don't like my last new piano, 

Its tones are so terribly sharp ; 
I think I must give it to Anna, 

And get pa to buy me a harp. 
Little Gerald is growing quite mannish, 

He was smoking just now a cigar ! 
And I'm lugging hard at the Spanish, 

And Lucy has learned the guitar. 
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I suppooe you can talk like an artjsl^ 

Of BtatueB, busta, paintitigs, virht ; 
But pray, love, don't turn Bonapitftist, 

Pa will never consent if you dot 
" You were bom," he will say, " Sir, a Briton," 

Bat forgive m« eo foolidi a fear; 
If I thought yon oould blune what Tre written, 

I would soon wa^ it out with a tear I 

I pray, sir, how like you the ladies, 

Since you've quitted the land of your birtiit 
I have heard tJce dark donnas of Cadiz 

Are the loveliest wom^i on earth. 
The Italians are lively and witty, 

But I ne'er could tbdr manners endure ; 
Nor do 1 think T>endi women pretty. 

Though tbey have a most chanuiog tourmirt/ 

I was told you were flirting at Calais, 

And next were intriguing at Rome ; 
But I smiled at tbeb impotent malice, 

Yet I must say i wilted you at home ! 
Though 1 kept what I Asded in petto. 

And felt you would ever be trae, 
Yet I dreamed of the murderer's stiletto 

Each night — and its victim was yon t 

Fm arrived at the end of my paper, 
^o, dearest, you'll not think it rude, 

If I ring for my seal and a taper, 
And think it high time to ocmclude. 
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Adieu iben — dejected and lonely, 

Tm 1 Bee you I still shall remun, 
Addio mio oaro — youn only — 

Yours ever, Amelu Jixm. 

P. S. — You may buy me a dresi like Sellna's, 

Her oomplesion 's so much like my own ; 
And don't ^1 to call at Farina's 

For a case ct his Eau de Cologne. 
And whate'er your next letter annoimoei. 

Let it also inteltigenoe bring. 
If the French have left off the deep flounoei^ 

And what will be worn for the Spring 1 
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I uv her once — so freshly &ir 

That, like & blossom jnst uDfolding, 
She open'd to Life's cloudless air ; 

And Nature joy'd to view its moulding : 
Her amile it haunts my memory yet — 

Her cheek's fine hue divinely glowing— 
Her rosebud mouth — her eyes of jet — 

Around on all their light bestowing : 
Oh ! who could look on such a form. 

So nobly free, bo softly tender, 
And darkly dream that earthly storm 

Should dim such sweet, delicious splendor 1 
For in her mien, and in her &ce, 

And in her young step's fairy lightness, 
Naught coidd the raptured gazer trace 

But Beauty's glow, and Pleasure's brightnesa 

I saw her twice — an alt«r'd diarm — 
But still of ma^c, richest, rarest, 

Tlian girlhood's talisipan less warm. 

Though yet of earthly sights the fairest: 
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Upon her breast she hdd a child, 

The very image of its mother ; 
Which ever to her smiling smiled, 

They seem'd to live but in each other :— 
But matron carea, or lurking wo, 

Her thoughtless, sinless look had baniah'd, 
And from her cheek the roseate glow 

Of girlhood's balmy mom had Tanish'dj 
Within her eyes, upon her brow, 

Lay something softer, fonder, deeper, 
As if in dreama some visioo'd wo 

Had broke the Elysium of the sleeper. 



I saw her thrice — Fate's dark decree 

In widow's garments had array'd her, 
Yet beautiful she seem'd to be. 

As even my reveries portrayed her ; 
The glow, the glance had pass'd away. 

The sunshine and the sparkling glitter ; 
Still, though 1 noted pale decay, 

The retrospect was scarcely bitter ; 
For, in their place a calmness dwelt, 

Serene, subduing, soothing, holy ; 
In feeling which, the bosom felt 

That every louder mirth is folly — 
A pensiveness, which is not grief, 

A stillness — as of sunset streaming — ■ 
A fairy glow on flower and leaf) 

nil earth looka on like a landscape dreaming. 
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A lost tiine — and tunnoTed she lay, 

Beyond Life's dim, nncertaiD river, 
A glorious mould of fading clay, 

From whoioe the apark had fled fbr ever I 
I gazed — ^mj breast was like to burst — 

And, as I thought of jeare departed, 
The years wherein I saw her first; 

When she, a girl, was tender-hearted — 
And, when I mused oa later days, 
- As moved she in her matron duty, 
A happy motiier, in the blaze 

Of ripen'd hope, and sunny beauty — 
I felt the chill — I tum'd aside — 

Bleak Desolation's cloud came o'er me,. 
And Bdng seem'd a troubled tide, 

Whose wrecks in darkness swam before me t 
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GOOD NIGHT. 

Good night to thee, lady ! — tbongh many 

Have join'd in the dance to-night, 
Thy form was the Purest of any, 

Where all vaa seducing and bright; 
Thy smile was the eofl:«st and dearest, 

Thy form the most sylph-like of all, 
And thy voice the most gladsome and clearest 

That e'er held a partner in thrall. 

Good night to thee, lady ! — 'tis over — 

The waltz, the quadrille, and the song — 
The whisper'd iarewell of die lover, 

The heartless adieu of the throng ; 
The heart that was throbbing with pleasure, 

The eye-lid that long'd for repose — 
He beaux that were dreaming of treasure, 

The girls that were dreaming of beaux. 

Tis over — the lights are all dying. 

The coaches all driving away ; 
And many a fur one is sighing, 

And many a fiilse one is gay ; 
9* 
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And Beauty counts over her numbers 
Of conquests, as homeward she drivea — 

And some are gone home to tbeir slumbers, 
And some are gone home to Uieir wires. 

And I, while my cab in the shower 

Is waiting, the laat at the door, 
Am looking all round for the flower 

That fell from your wreath on the floor, 
m keep it — if but to remind me, 

lliough withered and faded its hue — 
Wherever next season may find me — 

Of England — of Almack's — and you ! 

There are tones that will haunt us, though lonely 

Our path be o'er mount^n or sea ; 
There are looks that will part from ua only 

When memory ccaaea to be ; 
There are hopes which our burden can lighten, 

Though toilsome and steep be the way ; 
And dreams that, like moonlight, can brighten 

With a light that is clearer than day. 

Tliere are names that we cherish, though nameless ; 

For aye on the lip they may be ; 
There are hearts that, though fetter'd, are tameless, 

And thoughts unexpreas'd, but still free I 
And some are too grave for a rover, 

And some for a husband too light, 
—The ball and my dream are all over— 

Good night to thee, lady ! good night ! 
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Wk did not meet in courtly hall, 

Where Birth and Beauty throng; 
Where Luxury holds festival. 

And wit awakes the song ; 
We met where darker spirits meet, 

la the home of Sin and Shame, 
Where Satan shows his cloven feet. 

And hides his titled name ; 
And she knew she could not be, Love, 

What once she might have been. 
But she was kind to me. Love, 

My pretty Josephine. 

We did not part beneath the sky, 

As warmer lovers part, 
Where Night conceals the glistening eye, 

But not the throbbing heart; 
We parted on the spot of ground 

Where we first had laughed at love, 
And ever the jests were loud around, 

And the lamps were bright above : 
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"Hie heaven ia very dark, Love, 
Hie blast is very keen, 
But merrily rides my bark. Love — 
Good night, my Josephine !" 

She did not apeak of ring or vow, 

But filled the cup of wine, 
And took the rosea from, her brow 

To make a wreath for mine ; 
And bade me, when the gale abonld Eft 

My light skiff on the wave. 
To think as litde of the gift 

As of the hand that gave : 
"Go gaDy o'er the .sea, Love, 

And find your own heart's queen ; 
And look not ba<^ to me, Love, 

Your bumble Josephine 1" 

Q!^t garland breathes and blooms no more. 

Post are those idle hours ; 
I would not, could I choose, restore 

The fondness or the flowers ; 
Tet oft their withered witchery 

Revives its wonted thrill, 
-Remembered — not with Passion's sigh, 

But oh ! remembered still : 
And even from your side, Love, 

And even firom this scene. 
One look ia o'er the tide. Love, 

One thought yn& Josephine ! 
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Alas ! jour lips are roder, 

Your eyes of aofW blue, 
And I hare never felt for her 

As I have felt for you ; 
Our love was like the snoT-flakes, 

Which melt before you pass^ 
Or the bubble on the wine, which breaka 

Before you lip the glass. 
You saw these eye-lids wet, Love, 

Which she has never seen ; 
But bid me not forget, Love, 

My poor Josephine t 
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To hone! to horse ! Sir Nicholas, the clarion's note is 

high! 
To horae ! to horse ! Sir Nicholas, the big drum makes 

reply! 
Ere this hath Lucas marched, with his gallant cavaliers, 
And the bray of Rupert's trumpets grows f^ter in our 

To horae ! to horse I Sir Nicholas! "White Guy Is at 

the door, 
And the raven whets his beak o'er the field of Marston 

Moor. 

Up rose the Lady Alice, from her brief and broken 

prayer, 

And she brought a silken banner down the narrow tur- 
ret-stair ; 

Oh ! many were the tears that those radiant eyes had 

As she traced the bright word " Gloiy " in the gay and 
glancing thread ; 
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And mournful was the smile wfaidi o'er those lovelj 

features ran, 
As she said, " It is your lady's gift, unfurl it in the Tan I" 

" It shall flutter, noble wench, where the heat and boldest 

ride 
ItCdst the st«el-clad files of Skipp on, the black dragoons 

of Pride ; 
The recreant heart of Fairfax shall feel aeicklier qualm, 
And the rebel lips of Oliver give out a louder psalm, 
'When they see my lady's gewgaw flaunt proudly on 

their wing. 
And hear her loyal soldier's shout, " For God and for 

the King." 

Tis soon. The ranlts are broken, along the royal line 
They fly, the braggarts of the court ! the bullies of the 

■ Rhine! 
Stout Langdale's cheer is heard no more, and Astley'a 

helm ia down, 
And Rupert sheathes his rapier, with a curse and with a 

And cold Newcastle mutters, as hs fbllows in their 

flight, 
" Tie German boar had better far have supped in York 

to-night." 

The knight is left alone, his steel-cap deft in twain. 
His good buff jerkin crimsoned o'er with many a gory 
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Y«t still be wavea his bwaer, and eries amid tiie roul^ 
" For Church and King, fair gentlemen t w^ui on, and 

f^htitoutl" 
And now he warda a Roundheiad's pike, and now ha 

hums a stare, 
And now he quotes a stage-play, and now he fells a 

knave. 

God aid thee now, Sir Nicholas 1 dion hast bo thoi^ht 

of fear; 
GSod aid thee now, Sir Nicholas ! for fearful odds are 

T>e rebels hem thee in, and at every out and thmat, 
" Down, down," they cry, " with Belial ! down with him 

to the dust." 
"I would," quoth grim old Oliver, "that Belial's trusty 

sword, 
Hiis day were doing battle for the Saints and for the 

Lord!" 

The Lady Alice jnts with her maidens in her bower. 

The gray-hured warder watches from tlie castle's top 
most tower ; 

"What news? what news, old Hubert t" — ^"The bat- 
tle's lost and won ; 

Hie royal troops are melting, like miata before the 
Bun! 

And a wounded man approaches; — I'm blind and cannot 

Yet sure I am tliat sturdy step, my master's step must 
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Tve brought thee back thy banner, Tench, from aa 
rude and red a fray. 

As e'er was proof of Boldier's thew, or theme for min- 
strel's lay ! 

Here, Hubert, bring the ulverbovl, and liquor quantum 
Buff. 

ni make a shift to drain it yet, ere I part with boots 
and buff; — 

Though Guy through many a gaping wound is breatlung 
fort^ his life, 

And I come to thee a landless man, my fond and fiuthful 
wife! 

" Sweet ! we will fiU our money-bags, and freight a ship 

for France, 
And mourn in merry Paris for this poor land's mla- 

chance: 
For if the worst be&U me^ why bett«r axe uid rope, 
Than life vUk Lenthal for a king, and Peters far a pope ! 
Alas ! alas I my gallant Guy 1 — eorsa on tiie orop-eared 

Who sent me with my standard, on ibot from Manton 
Moor !" 
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WXITTEH UHDBB A DKAWtHG Of XINo's COLLXaX CHAPKL, 



Most beautiful ! — ^I gaze and gaze 

In silence on the glorious pile ; 
And the glad thoughte of other days 

Come thronging back the while. 
To me dim Memory makes more dear 

The perfect grandeur of the shrine ; 
But if I stood a stranger here, 

The ground were still divine. 

Some awe the good and wise have felt, 

As reverently their feet have trod 
On any spot where man hath knelt, 

To commune with his God ; 
By haunted spring, or fairy well, 

Beneath the ruined convent's gloom, 
Beside the feeble hermit's cell. 

Or the fiJse prophet's tomb. 
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But when was high deyotion graced 

With lovelier dwelling, loftier throne, 
Tbaa thus the limner's art hath traced 

From the tume-houored stone f 
The spirit here of worship seema 

To hold the heart in wondrous thrall, 
'And heavenward hopes and holy dreams, 

Came at her voiceless call; — 

At midnight, when the lonely moon 

Looks from a vapor's silvery fold ; 
Or morning, when the sun of June 

Crests the high towers with gold ; 
For every change of hour and form 

Makes thst fair scene more deeply fair ; 
And dusk and day-break, calm and storm, 

Are all religion there. 
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I HSAKD a mck man's dying sigh, 

And an infknt's idle laughter, 
Hie Old Year went with mourning by — 

The New came dancing after I 
Let Sorrow ahed her lonely tear, 

Let Revelry hold her ladle; 
Bring boughs of cypress for the bier, 

Fling roses on the cradle ; 
Mutes to wait on the funeral state ; 

Pages to pour the wine ; 
A requiem for Twenty-Eight, 

And a health to Twenty-Nine t 

Alas for human happiness t 

Alas for human sorrow 1 
Our yesterday is nothingness, 

What else will be our morrow % 
Still Beauty must be stealing hearts, 

And Knavery stealing purses ; 
Still cooks must live by making tartt. 

And wits by making verses ; 
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While Bagea prftto «nd fiourts debate, 

The same stwv set and shine ; 
And the world as it rolled through Twrat;-I^t, 

Must roll through Twenty-Nine. 

Some King will oome, in Heaven's good time, 

To the tomb his father came to ; 
Some Thief will wade through blood and crime 

To a crown be baa no claim to ; 
Some suffering land will rend in twun 

The manages that hound her ; 
And gather the links of the broken chain 

To fasten them proudly round her ; 
The grand and great will love and hote^ 

And combat and combine ; 
And much where we were in Twesty-X^bt, 

We shall be in Twenty-Nine. 

O'ConneU will toil to raise the Bent, 

And Kenyon to sink the Nation ; 
And Shiel will abuae tbe Parliament, 

And Peel the Asaodation ; 
And thought of bayonets and swords 

Will make ea-C3iancellors merry; 
And jokes will be cut in the House of Lords, 

And throats in the County of Kerry ; 
And writers of weight will apeoulate 

On the Cabinet's design; 
And just what it did in Twenty-Eight 

It will do in Twenty-Nine. 
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And the Goddess of Love will keep her smiles, 

And thH God of Cups his or^es ; 
And there'll be riots in St, GjIm, 

And weddings in St. George's; 
And mendicants will sup like Kings, 

And Lords will swear )ike lacqueys ; 
And black eyes oft will lead to rings. 

And rings will lead to black eyes ; 
And pretty Kate will scold her mate, 

In a dialect all divine ; 
Alas ! they married in Twenty -Eighty 

They will part in Twenty-Nine. 

My unde will swathe his gouty limbs. 

And talk of bis oils and blubbers ; 
My aunt, Miss Dobbs, will play longer hymns, 

And rather longer rubbers ; 
My cousin in Parliament will prove 

How utterly ruined Trade is; 
My brother, at Eaton, will fall in love 

With half a hundred ladies ; 
My patron will sate his pride from plate, 

And his thirst from Bordeaux wine : 
Hia nose was red in Twenty-Eight, 

'Twill be redder in Twenty -Nine. 

. And oh ! I shall find how, day by day, 
All thoughts and things look older ; 
How the laugh of Pleasure grows less gay, 
And the heart of Friendship colder ; 
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But Still I shall be what 1 have been, 

Sworn foe to Lady Reason, 
And seldom troubled with the spleen, 

And fond of talking treason ; 
I shall buckle my skait, and leap my gate, 

And throw and write my line ; 
And the woman I worshipped in Twenty-Eight 

I shall worship in Twenty-Nine. 
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SB bisQ qa'iin« Miil« foia: a'ut la pi-BHiiera. 
n qui Boiytnt sont moliu iiiToloiitains t 



How shall I voo ber 1 — I will stand 

Beude her when she sings ; 
And watch that fine and &iry hand 

Flit o'er the quirering strings : 
And I will tell her, I have heard, 

Hiough sweet her song may be, 
A voice, whose every whispered word 

Woa more than song to me! 



How shall I woo her t — ^I wiD gaze, 

In sad and silent trance. 
On those blue eyes, whose liquid rsya 

Look love in every glance ; 
And I will tell her, eyes more bright, 

Though bright her own may beam, 
Will fling a deeper spell to-night 

Upon me in my dream. 
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How shall I woo her % — ^I will try 

The chaims of olden time, 
And swear by earth and sea and sky, 

And reve in prose and rhyme ; — 
And 1 will tell her when I bent 

My knee in other years, 
I was not half BO eluquent, 

I oould not speak for tears 1 



How shall I woo her ? — I will bow 

Before the holy shrine ; 
And pray the prayer, and vow the vow, 

And press her lips to mine ; 
And 1 will tell her, when she parts 

From passion's thriUing kiss, 
That memory to many hearts 

h dearer Ga than bliss. 



Away ! away ! the chords are mute, 

The bond is rent is twain; — 
Yon cannot wake that silent lute, 

Nor olasp those links again ; 
Love's toil I know is little cost, 

Love's peijury is light sin ; 
But souls that lose what I have lost,— 

What have they 1i 
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l^e ltd; of Ub love, 0)1, iht wM changed, 
Al tij tiis BickneBB of tlie aool I 

do thon, while la tlij sanl, ind All & throna 
Of ionooeaee and parity, in HeaTen I 

Ford. 

I KNOW that it must be, 
Yea ! thou art changed — all worshipped as thou art — 
Mouraed aa thou shidt be ! Sickness of the heart 

Hath done its worlc on tliee ! 

Thy dim eyes tell « tale, 
A piteous tale, of vigils ; and the trace 
Of bitter tears ia on thy beauteous face, 

Beauteous, and yet so pale ! 

Changed lOTe ! but not alone I 
I am not what they think me; though my cheek 
Wear but its last year's furrow, though I speak 

Thus in my natural tone. 
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The temple of 017 youth 
Was strong in moral purpose : once I felt 
Hie glorj of philosophy, and knelt 

In the pure shrine of truth. 

I went into the storm, 
And mocked the billows of the tossing sea ; 
1 said to Fate, " What wilt thou do to me 1 

I have Dot harmed a worm !" 

Vainlj the heart is steeled 
In Wisdom's armor ; let her bum her books ! 
I look upon them as the soldier looks 

Upon his cloven shield. 

Virtue and Virtue's rest, 
How have they perished ! Through my onward course 
Repentance dogs my footsteps ! black Eemorsn 

Is my ^miliar guest ! 

The glory and the glow 
Of the world'a loveliness have passed away ; 
And Fate hath little to inflict, to-day, 

And nothing to bestow I 

Is not the damning line 
Of guilt and grief engraven on me now t 
And the fierce passion which hath scathed thy brow, 

Hath it not blasted minel 

No matter ! I will turn 
To the straight path of duty ; I have wrought, 
At last, my wayward spirit to be taught 

What it hath yet to leam. 
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Labor shall be mj lot ; 
M7 kindred ahall be joyful in my pntlse ; 
And Fame shall twine for mi, in after days, 

A wreath I covet not. 

And if I cannot make, 
Dearest 1 thy hope my hope, thy trust my trust, 
Yet will I study to he good, and just, 

And blameless, for thy sake. 

Thou may'st have comfort yet ! 
Whate'er the source from which those waters glide, 
Thon hast found healing mercy in theb tide ; 

Be happy and forget I 

Forget me — and farewell ! 
But say not that in me new hopes and fears, 
Or absenoe, or the lapse of gradual years, 

Will break thy memory's ^lell 1 

Indelibly, within. 
All I have tost is written ; and the theme 
'Which Silence whispers to my thoughts and dreams 

Is sorrow still — and sin ! 
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THE CONCESSION OF DON CABLOa 

Oh txu. not me of broken tot — 

I speak a firmer pasnon hot ; 

Oh ! tell not me of shattered idiam— 

^e link shall never burst again ; 

My aoul ia fix'd as firmly here 

As the red Sun in his career ; 

Aa Victory on Mina's crest, 

Or Tenderness in Bosa's breast, 

Then do not tell me, while we part, 

Of fickle flame, and roving heart ; 

While Youth shall bow at Beauty's rfirine, 

That flame shall glow — that heart be thine. 

Then wherefore dost thou bid me tell 
The tale thy malice knows so welll 
1 may not disobey thee ! — Yes ! 
Thou bidst me, — and I will confess :— 
See how adoringly I kneel — 
Hear how my folly 1 reveal ; 
My folly I — chide me if thou wilt. 
Thou shalt not — canst not call it — guilt 
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And when my fiutiilesaness ia told, 
Ere thou hast tim« to play the' scold, 
111 haste the fond rebuke to check, 
And lean upon thy taiowj neck, 
Play with its glossy auburn hair, 
And hide the bluah of falsehood there. 

Inez, the innocent and young, 

First snared my heart, and waked my song; 

We both were harmless, and untaught 

To love as &shionablea ought ; 

'With all the modesty of youth, 

We talk'd of constancy and truth ; 

Grew fond of Music, and the Moon, 

And wander'd on the nights of June, 

To sit beneath the chestnul-tree. 

While the lonely stars sbone mellowly, 

Shedding a pale and dancing beam 

On the wave of Guadalquivir's stream. 

And aye we talk'd of faith and feelings, 

With no distnistings, no concealings ; 

And aye we joy'd in stolen glances, 

And sigh'd and blush'd, and read romances. 

Our love fras ardent and sincere, — 

And tasted, Rosa — half a year I 

And then the maid grew fickle-hearted, 

Married Don Jose — so we parted. 

At twenty^me, I've otbea heard. 

My bashfulness was quite absurd ; 

For, with a squeamishnees uncommon, 

I fear'd to love a married woman. 
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Fur Leonora's laughing eye 

Agtun awaked my soDg and sigh ; 

A gay intriguing dame was she ; 

And fifty Dona of high degree, 

That came and went as they were bid, 

Dubb'd her the Beauty of Madrid. 

Alas I what constant pains I took 

To merit one approving look : 

I courted Valor — and the Muse, 

Wrote challenges — and billet-doux j 

Paid for Sherbet and Serenade, 

F^iced with Pegru and Alvarade; 

Fought at the Bull-fights like a hero, 

Studied small-talk, — and the Bolero ; 

Play'd the guitar — and play'd the fool ; 

This out of tune — that out of rule. * 

I oft at midnight wander'd out, 

Wrapt up in love — and my capote, 

To muse on beauty — and the skiea, 

Cold winds — and Lenora'a eyes. 

Alas ! when all my gains were told, 

I'd caught a Tartar* — and a cold. 

And yet perchance that lovely brow 

Had still detain'd my captive vow ; 

That clear blue eye's enchanting roll 

Had stUl enthrali'd my yielding soul ; 

But suddenly a vision bright 

Came o'er me in a veil of light, 

* The origioBl vag » Spuusli idiom vhioh ire fbimd it impoariUa 
to render litersUj ; ve beti«ve it oomee very near lo Chs English ez- 
pmuon irhich we have lubttitated. 



»ibv Google 



i TBI OOXrSBBIOX Of SOX OASLOS. 

And burat the bond vhose fetters bound me, 
And broke (be apell that hung around me, 
Becall'd the heart that madly roved. 
And bade me love, and be beloved. 
Who was it broke the chain and spell 1 
Dark-eyed Castilian 1 — th<m canst tell ! 
And am 1 tutliless t — wo the while, 
What TOW but melts at Bosa'a amile t 
For broken tows, and faith betrayed, 
Hie guilt is thine, Castilian maid 1 
The tale is told and I am gone .— 
Think of me, loved and lovely one, 
When none on earth shall care beside 
How Carlos lived, or loved, or died! 
^y love on earth shall be to me 
A bird upon a leafless tree — 
A bark upon a hopeless waT»— 
A lOy on a tombless grave — 
A cheering hope — a living ray, 
To light me on a weary way. 

And iLus is Love's Confession done ; 
Give me thy partiog benison ; 
And ere I rise from bended knee, 
To wander o'er a foreign sea, 
Alone and friendless, — erQ I doa 
My pilgrim's hat, and sandal shoon— 
Dark-eyed Castilian ! let me win 
Forgiveness sweet for venial sin \ 
Let lonely sighs and dreams of thee, 
Be penance for my peijury. 
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TO JULIA, 

PBKPAKUia F0& THX ITRBT SEABOK IN TOWir. 

JiTLU,, while London's iancied bliss 
Bids you despise a lite like this, 

While r and its joys you leave, 

For hopes, that Hatter to deceive, 

You will not Bcomfully refuse, 

(Though dull the theme, and weak the Muse,) 

To look upon my line, and hear 

What Friendship sends to Beauty's ear. 

Four miles from Town, a neat abode 
O'erlooks a rose-bush, and a road ; 
A paling, cleau'd with constant care, 
Surrounds ten yards of neat parterre, 
Where dusty ivy strives to wawl 
Five inches up the whiten'd walL 
The open window thickly set 
With myrtle, and wid mignionette, 
Behind whose cultivated row 
A brace of globes peep out for show ; 
10* 
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Bie avenue — the bunush'd plate, 
llat decka die would-be rustic gate, 
Denote the fane where Fashion dwells, 
■ — " Ljce's Academy for Belles." 

Twas here, in earlier, happier days. 
Retired from pleasure's weary maze. 
You found, unknown to care or pjun. 
The peace yon will not lind agMD. 
Here Friendships, far too fond to last, 
A bright, but fleeting radiance cast, 
On every sport that Mirth devised. 
And every scene that Childhood prized. 
And every bliss, that bids you yet 
Becall those moments with regret. 

^ose friends have mingled in the striie 
That fills the busy scene of life. 
And Pride and Folly — Cares and Fears, 
Look dark upon thdr future years : 
But by their wrecks may Julia learn, 
Whither her fragile bark to turn ; 
And, o'er the troubled sea of &te. 
Avoid the rocks they found too late. 

You know Camilla — o'er the plfun 
She guides the fiery hunter's rein ; 
I^rst in the idiace she sounds the horn, 
Trampling to earth the farmer's com, 
That hardly deign'd to bend its head, 
Beneath her namesake's lighter tread. 
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With Bob the Squire, her polisb'd lover, 
She wields the gun, or beats the oorer ; 
And then her oteed ! — ^why I every down 
Tells how she rubs Smolenako down, 
And combs the tn&ne, and cleans the hoo^ 
"While wondering hostlers stand aloof. 

At nighty before the Christmas fire 
She plays bBckgommon with the Squire; 
Shares in his laugh, and his liquor. 
Mimics her father and the Vicar ; 
Swears at the grooms — without a blush 
Dips in her ale the captured brush, 

Until her father duly tired — 

The parson's wig as duly fired — 
Tiie dogs all still — the Squire asleep, 
And dreaming of his usual leap — 
She leaves the dr^s of white and red. 
And lounges languidly to bed ; 
And still in nightly visions home. 
She gallops o'er the rustic's com ; 
Still wields the lash — still shakes the box. 
Dreaming of " sixes " — and the fox. 

And this is bliss — the story runs, 
Camilla never wept — save once ; 
Yes ! once indeed Camilla cried — 
Twas when her dear Blue-stockings died. 

Pretty Cordelia thinks she's ill — 
She seeks her med'cine at Quadrille ; 



»i by Google 



With hope, and fear, and envy uck, 
She gazes on the dubious trick, 
As if eternity were laid 
Upon a diamond, or a spade. 
And I have seen a transient pique 
Wake, o'er that soft and girlish cheek, 
A chilly and a feveriah hue, 
Blighting the soil where Beauty grew. 
And bidding Hate and Malice rove 
In eyes that ought to beam with love. 

Turn we to Fannia — she was fair 
As the soft fleeting forma of air, 
Shaped by the fancy — fitting theme 
For youthful bard's enamor'd dream. 
The neck, on whose transparent glow, 
The auburn ringlets sweetly flow, ' 
The eye that swims in liquid fire. 
The brow that frowns in playful ire j 
All these, when Fannia's early youth 
Look'd lovely in its native truth, 
Diffused a bright, unconscious grace, 
Almost divine, o'er form and &oe. 

Her lip has lost its fragrant dew. 
Her cheek has lost its rosy hue, 
Her eye the glad enlivening rays 
That glitter'd there in happier days, 
Her heart the ignorance of wo 
Which Fashion's votaries may not knov. 
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^e dtf's smoke — the noxious air— 
Tbe constant crowd — the torch's glare^ 
The morning sleep— the noonday call — 
The late repast — ^the midnight ball, 
Bid Faith and Beauty die, Bai taint 
Her heart vith fraud, her face witli p^t. 

And irhat the boon, the prize enjoy'd, 
For fame de&ced, and peace destroyed t 
Why ask we this } With consuous grace 
She critidaes silk and lace ; 
Queen of the modes, she reigns alike 
OV sarcenet, bobbin, net, vandyke. 
O'er rouge and ribbons, combs and curls, 
Perfumes and patches, pins and pearls ; 
Feelings and faintings, songs and sighs, 
Small-talk, and scandal, love and lies. 

Ciroled by beaux behold her sit, 

While Dandies tremble at her wit ; 

The Captain hates " a woman's gab ;" 

" A devil !" cries the shy Cantab ; 

The young Etonian strives to fly 

The glance of her sarcastic eye, 

For well he knows she looks him o'er. 

To stamp him " buck," or dub him " bore," 

Such is her life — a life of waste, 
A life of wretchedness — and ttuii. 
And all the glory Fannia boasts. 
And all the price that glory costs, 
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At onc« are reckon'd up, in one — ■ 
One word of bliss and folly Ton. 

Not Hiese the thoughts that could perplex 
^e &ndei of our fickle sex, 
When England's favorite, good Queen Bess, 
Was Queen alike o'er war and dress. 
Then ladies gay play'd eheue — and ballads, 
And learnt to drees their hair — and salads ; 
Sweets — sod sweet looks were studied then, 
And both were pleasing to the men ; 
For cookery was allied to taste, 
And girls were taught to blush — and baste. 
Dishes were bright — and so werie eyes, 
And lords mode love — and ladies pies. 

Then Valor won the wavering field, 
By dint of hauberk and of shield ; 
And Beauty won the wavering heart. 
By dint of pickle, and of tart. 
The minuet was the favorite dance, 
Giris loved the needle-^boys the lance ; 
And Cupid took his constant post 
At dinner, by the boil'd and roast, 
Or secretly was wont to lark, 
In tournament, or needle-work. 
Oh ! 'twas a reign of all delights, 
Of hot 5ir-loina, — and hot Sir luiights ; 
Feasting and fighting, hand in hand, 
Fatten'd, and gloriiied the land ; 
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And noble clue& had noble dieer, 
Aod knighta grew strong upon strong beer; 
Honor and oxen both were nooiish'd, 
And chivolrj — and pudding flouriah'd, 

I'd rather »ee that magio face, 
That look of love, that form of grace, 
CSroled by whalebone, and by rufis, 
Intent on puddings, and on pnfia, 
rd rather view thee thua, than see 
" A Fashionable " riae in thee. 
If Life is dark, 'tis not for you, 
(If partial Friendship's voice is true) 
To cure its griefs, and drown its carea, 
By leaping gates, and murdering hares, 
Nor to confine that feeling soul, 
To winning lovera — or the vole. 

If these and such pursuits are thine, 
Julia ! thou art no friend of mine ! 
I love plain dress — I eat plain joints, 
I conot play ten guinea points, 
1 make no study of a pin, 
And hate a female whipper-in. 
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UNES TO FLORENCE. 

LoHQ years have pass'd with silent pKoe, 

Florence ! since you and 1 have met; 
Yet — when that meeting I retrace, 

My cheek ia pale, my eye is wet ; 
For 1 was doom'd from thence to rove, 

O'er distant tracts of earth and sea, 
Unaided, Florence ! — save by love ; 

And lureroembeT'd — save by thee t 
We met ! and hope beguiled our fears, 

Hope, ever bright, and ever vain j 
We parted thence in silent tears, 

Never to meet — in life — again. 
The myrtle that I gaze upon, 

Sad token by thy love devised, 
Is all the record left of one 

So long bewail'd — so dearly prized. 
You gave it in an hour of grief. 

When gifts of love are doubly dear ; 
You gave it — and one tender leaf 

Gliaten'd the while with Beauty's tear. 
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I,1«IB TO TLOBBVOK. 

A tear — oh loyelier &r to me, 

Shed for me in my saddest hour, 
Than bright and dattering smUea oould be. 

Id oourtly hall or summer bower, 
YoD strove mj anguish to b^uile, 

With distant hopea of future weal ; 
You strove ! — alas 1 jou could not smile, 

Nor speak the hope you did not feel. 
I bore the gift Affection gave, 

O'er desert sand and thorny brake, 
O'er rugged rook and stormy ware, 

I loved it for the giver's sake ; 
And often in my happiest day. 

In scenes of bliss and hours of pride. 
When all around was' glad and gay, 

I look'd upon the gift — and aigh'd : 
And when on ocean, or on clift, 

Forth Bbxide the Spirit of the Stonn, 
Tgazed upon thy fading gift^ 

I thought upon thy fading form ; 
Forgot the lightning's vivid dart, 
' Forgot the rage of sky and sea, 
Fo^ot the doom that bade us part — 

And only lived to love and thee. 
Florence ! thy myrtle blooms ! but thou, 

Beneath thy cold and lowly stone, 
Foi^etfiil of our mutual vow, 

And of a heart — still all thine own, 
Art laid in that unoonaoious sleep, 

Whi(^ he that wails thee soon must know. 
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ft LIKia TO TLOBIXOX. 

Where none may smile, and none may veep, 

None dream of bliu, or wake to yro. 
If e'er, as Fancy oft will feign, 

To that dear spot which gave thee birth 
^y fleeting shade returns again. 

To look on him thou lov'dat on earUi, 
It may a moment's joy impart, 

To know that thia, thy &vorit« tre^ 
Is to my desolated heart 

Almost aa dear as thou could'st be. 
My Florence ! — soon — the thought is sweet I 

The tnrf that wraps thee I shall press ; 
Again, my Florence 1 we shall meet, 

In bliss — or in forgetfulness. 
With thee in Death's oblivion laid, 

I will not have the cypress gloom 
To throw its sickly, sullen shade, 

Over the stillness of my tomb : 
And there the 'scutcheon shall not shine, 

And there the banner shall not wave ; 
The treasures of the glittering mine 

Would ill become a lover's grave : 
But when from this abode of strife 

My liberated shade shall roam, 
Thy myrtle, that has cheer'd my life 

Sliall decorate my narrow home : 
And it shall bloom in beauty there, 

Like Florence in faer early day ; 
Or, nipp'd by cold December's ur, 

Whither — like Hope and thee — away. 
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O'kb yon Churchyard the atorm may lower; 

But, heedless of the wintry air, 

One little bud shall linger there, 
A still and tren[tbling Qower. 

Unscathed by long revolving years, 
. Its tender leaves shall flourish yet* 
And sparkle in the moonlight, wet 
With the pale dew of tears. 

And where thine humble ashes lie, 
Instead of 'scutcheon or of stone, 
It rises o'er thee, loaely one, 

Child of obscurity ! 

Mild was thy voice aa Zephyr's breath, 
Thy cheek with flowing locks was shaded ! 
But the voice hath died, the cheek hath faded 

In the cold breeze of death ! 
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Brightly thine eye waa smiling, Sweet ! 

But now Decay hath still'd ita glancdng; 

Warmly thy little heart was dancing, 
But it hath ceased to beat I 

A few ahort months — an<tthon wert here I 
Hope eat upon thy youthiiil brow ; 
And what ia thy memorial nowl 

A flower — and a Tear, 
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CASSANDRA. 

" Tbbt hurried to the feast^ 

Tlie warrior and the priest, 
And the gay maiden with her jeweled brow ; 

The minstrel's harp and voioe 

Said ' Triumph and rejoiee I' 
One only mourned ! — many are mourning now t 

"'Peace ! startle not the light 

With the wild dreams of night ;' — 

So spake the Princes in their pride and joy, 
When I in their duU ears 
Shrieked forth my tale of tears, 

' Wo to the gorgeous dty, wo to Troy !'— 

" Te watch the dmi smoke rise 

Up to the lurid skies; 
Te see the red light flickering on the stream ; 

Ye listen tothe&ll 

Of gate, and tower, and wall ; 
Sisters, the time is oome ! — alas, it is no dream I 
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238 0A88AHDSA. 

"llrough hall, and court, and porch, 

Glides on the pitiless torch ; 
Ihe swift avengers faint not in their toil : 

Vain now the matron's sighs ; 

Vain now the infknt's cries ; 
liOok, sisters, look, who leibds them to the spoil 1 

" Not Pyrrhus, though his hand 

Is on his father's brand ; 
Not the fell framer of the accursed Steed ; 

Not Nestor's hoary head ; 

Nor Teucer's rapid tread ; 
Nor the fierce wrath of impious Diomede. 

" Visions of deeper feat 

To-night are warring here ; — 
I know them, usters, the mysterious Three ; 

Minerva's lightning frown, 

And Juno's golden orown, 
And him the mighty 'ruler of the sounding sea. 

"Through wailing and throngfa wo. 

Silent and stem they go ; — 
So have I ever seen them in my trance I 

Biultingly they guide 

Destruction's fiery tide, 
And lift the dazzling shield, and poise tlie deadly Unce, 

" Lo ! where the old man stands. 
Folding his palsied hands, 
And muttering with white lips, his querulous prayer : 
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oAaajLiTDBA. asi 

' Where is my noble son. 
My best, my bravest one, — 
Troy's hope and Priam's, — where is Hector, where 1' 

" Why is thy falchion grasped "i 

Why is thy helmet clasped 1 
Fitter the fillet for such brow as thine 1 

The altar reeks with gore; 

Oh sisters, look no more ! 
It is our Other's blood upon the shrine 1 

" And ye, alas ! must roam 

Far from your desolate home, 
Far from lost Ilium, o'er the joyless wave ; 

Ye may not from those bowers 

Gather the trampled flowers, 
To wreathe sad garlands for your brethren's grave. 

"Away, away ! the gale 

Stirs the white bosomed sail ; 
Hence ! — look not back to freedom or to fame ; 

Labor must be your doom, 

Night-watehings, days of gloom, 
The bitter bread of tears, the bridal couch of shame, 

" Even now some Gredan dame 
Beholds the signal flame, 
And waits expectant tlie retumbg fleet; 
'Why lingers yet my lord? 
Hath he not sheathed his sword — 
Will he not bring my handmaid to mj feet V 
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240 OABSANDSA. 

" Me too the dark Fates call ; 

Their away is over all, 
Captor and captive, prison-faouse and throne ; — 

I tell of others' lot ; 

Thej hear me, heed me not ! 
Hide, angry Phcebus, hide from me mine own.' 



SONNET TO ADA. 

The touching pathoa of thy low sweet voice 

Fell on my heart, like dew on witlier'd flowers, 

And brought such memory of departed hours 

Ah made me weep — yet in my tears rejoice. 

For one I loved — now lost to me for ever — 

Breathed even so the soul of melody, 

And — since that voice has perish'd — never, never, 

Till I heud thine, such sounds had greeted me. 

F'en now thy tones, recall'd by night and day. 

Linger in Memory's echo-haunted cell, 

drilling sweet agony : nor know I well 

Whether to chide them, or to bid them stay. 

At times I scarce can bear the ptun'd regret 

"Which they excite — then cry. Oh do not leave me yet I 
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MY LITTLE COUSINS. 



Laugh T>&, iair cousins, for to jon 

All life Is joyous jet ; 
Your hearts have all things to pursue, 

And nothiog to regret ; 
And every flower to you is fair, 

And every month is May ; 
You've not been introduced 1« Care,— 

Laugh on, laugh on, to^Igy ! 

Old Hme will fling his clouds ere long 

Upon those sunny eyes ; 
The voice whose every word is song, 

Will set itself to sighs ; 
Your quiet slumbers, — hopes and fears 

Will chase their rest away ; 
To-morrow, you'll be shedding tears, — 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day ! 

Oh yes ; if, any truth is found 
In the duU schoolman's theme, — 

If fiiendship is an empty sound, 
And love an idle dream, — 
11 
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UT LITTLE COUSINS. 

If mirth, youth's playmate, feels ittdgue 

Too soon on life's long way, 
At least he'll run with you a league, — 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day ! 

Perhaps your eyes may grow more bright 

As childhood'a hues depart ; 
You may be loTelier to the sight, 

And dearer to the heart ; 
You may be sinless still, and see . 

This earth still green and gay ; 
But what you are you will not be, 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day ! 

O'er me have many winters crept. 

With less of grief than joy ; 
But I have learned, and tolled, and wept,— 

I am no more a boy ! 
I've never had the gout, 't is true. 

My hair is hardly gray ; 
But now I cannot laugh like you ; 

Laugh on, laugh on, to-day ! 

I used to have as glad a fhce, 

As shadowless a brow : 
I once could run as blithe a race 

As you are running now ; 
But never mind how 1 behave, 

Don't interrupt your play. 
And though I look so very grave, 

Laugh on, laugh on, tcMlay. 
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Back, back ;-^Iie fears not fbamiDg flood 

Who feare not steel clad line : — 
No warrior thou of German blood, 

No brother thou of mine. 
Go eam Rome's chain to load thy neck, 

Her gems to deck thy hilt ; 
And blazon honor's hapless wreck 

With all the gauds of guilt. 

But wouldst thou have me share the prey 1 

By all that 1 have done, 
The Varian bones that day by day 

Lie whitening in the bud ; 
The legion's trampled panoply, 

The eagle's shattered wing, 
I would not be for earth or sky 

So scorned and mean a thing. 

Ho, call me here the wizard, boy, 

Of dark ^d subtle skill, 
To agonize but not destroy, 

To torture, not to kill. 
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L jLRUIHIUB. 

When swords are out, and ahriek and shout 

Leave little room for prayer, 
No fetter OB man's arm or heart 

Haogs half so heavy there. 

I curse him hy the gifts the land 

Hath won from him and Borne, 
The riving axe, the wasting brand, 

Bent forest bladng home. 
I curse him by our country's gods, 

The terrible, the dark, 
The breakers of the Boman rods^ 

The sm iters of the bark. 

Oh, misery, that such a ban 

On such a brow should be ! 
Why comes he not in battle's van 

His country's chief to be ] 
To stand a comrade by my side, 

The sharer of my fame, 
And worthy of a brother's pride, 

And of a brother's name 1 

But it is past ! — where heroes preea 

And cowards bend the knee, 
Arminius is not brotherless, 

His brethren are the free. 
They come around : — one hour, and light 

Will fed e from turf and tide. 
Then onward, onward to the fight, 

With darkness for our guide. 
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To-night, to-night, when we shall meet 

In oombat face to &ce, 
Tiien only would Anninius greet 

l^e renegade's embrace. 
The oanlter of Rome's guilt shall be 

Upon his dying name ; 
And as he lived in ahtvery, 

So shall he fall in shame. 
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Sleep, Mr. Speaker, 't is surely fair 

If you may n't in your bed, that you ahould in your 

chair. 
Louder and longer now they grow, 
Tory and Radical, Ay and No ; 
Talking by night and talking by day. 
Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may 1 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker ; slumber lies 

Light and brief on a Speaker's eyes. 

Fielden or Finn in a minute or two 

Some disorderly thing will do ; 

Riot will chase repose away — 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may I 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker, Sweet to men 
Is the sleep that cometh but now and then, 
Sweet to the weary, sweet to the ill, 
Sweet to the children that work in the mill. 
You have more need of repose than they — 
Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may ! 
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Sleep, Mr. Speaker, Harvey will soon 
Move to abolish the sun and the moon ; 
Hume will no doubt be taking tlie sense 
Of the House on a question of sixteen pence, 
Statesmea will howl, and patriots bray — 
Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may ! 

Sleep, Mr. Speaker, and dream of the time, 
When loyalty was not quite a crime. 
When Grant waa a pupil in Canning's school. 
And Palmerston fancied Wood a fool. 
Iiord, how principles pass away — 
Sleep, Mr. Speaker, sleep while you may. 
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I REMEMBER HOW MY CHILDHOOD FLEETED. 

I REMBUBRB, I remember, 

How aj cfaUdhood fleeted by— 
The mirth of its Deoember, 

And the VKrmtii of iu July ; 
On my bnjT, love, on my brow, love^ 

Tliere xn no sigiu of ou-e, 
Butmy plttasureV are not now, lova, 

What childhood's pleasure's were : 

Then the bowers, then the bowers 

Were as blithe as blithe could be, 
And all tlieir radiant flowers 

Were coronals for me : 
Gems to-night, love, gems to-night, love, 

Are gleaming in my hair ; 
But they are not half bo bright, love. 

As childhood's roses were. 

I was merry, I was merry, 
• When my little lovers came — 
With a lily, or a cherry. 

Or a new invented game : 
Now Fve you, love, now I've yon, love, 

To kneel before me there ; 
But yon know you're not so true, love. 

As childhood's lovers were. 
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MEMOEY. 

HtflBDJi nugglor i1d1oi« 
Cha reoordani del temps felid, 
NeUamiMria. 



Stand on s funeral mound, 

Far, far from all that love thee ; 
With a barren heath around, 

And a cypreas bower above thee : 
And think, while the sad wind frets, 

And the night in cold gloom doses, 
Of spring, and spring's sweet violets, 

Of summer, and summer's roses. 



Sleep where the thunders fly 

Across the tossing billow ; 
Thy canopy the aky. 

And the lonely deck thy pillow : 
And dream, while the chill sea-foam 

In mockery dashes o'er thee. 
Of the cheerfiil hearth, and the quiet home, 

And the kiss of lier that bore thee. 
II* 
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UXUORT. 



Watch in the deepest cell 

Of the foeman's dungeon tower, 
nil hope's moat cherished spell 

Has lost its cheering power ; 
And sing, while the galling chain 

On every stiff limb freezes, 
Of the huntsman hurrying o'er the pltun, 

Of the breath of the mountain breezes. 



Talli of the minstrel's lute, 

The warrior's high endeavor, 
When the honeyed lips are mute, 

And the strong arm cruehed for ever : 
Look back to the summer sun, 

From the mist of dark December; 
Then say to the broken-hearted one, 

" Tis pleasant to remember !" 
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TELL HIM I- LOVE piM YET. 

Tell him, I love him yet, 
Ah, in tliat joyous time ! 

Tell him, I ne'er forget, 

Hough memory now be crime. 

Tell him, when fades the light 

Upon the earth and sea, 
I dream of him by night — 

He must not dream of me ! 

Green, green upon hia brow 
The laurel wreath shall b©— 

Although that laurel now 
Must not be shared with me I 

Tell him to smile again 

In pleasure's dazzling throng, 

To wear another's (jiain, 
To priuse another's song ! 

Before the loveliest there, 
I'd have him bend the knee, 

And breathe to her the prayer 
He used to breathe to me ! 
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TILL BIK I LOTE HIM TBT. 

Tell him, that day hj day, 
Life looks to me more dim — 

I &lter when I pray — 
Although I pray for him. 

And bid him when I die, 
Oome to onr &v'rite treo— 

I shall not hear him sigh — 
—Nor let turn sigh for me t 
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THE EACE.» 

Tbb sun HaA shed » mellorer beun, 
F^ Thames, upon thy nlvery stroAm, 
And lur and water, earth and heaven. 
Lie in the calm repoee of even. 
Bow silently the breeze moves on. 
Flutters, and whispers, and is gone, 
How calmly does the quiet sky 
Sleep in ita cold serenity ! 
Alas ! how sweet a scene were here 
For shepherd or for sonneteer ; 
How fit the place, how fit the time, 
For making love, or making rhyme! 
But though the sun'a descending ray 
Smiles warmly oa the close of day 
Tis not to gaze upon the light 
That Eton's sons are here to-night ; 
And though the river, calm and clear, 
Makes music to the poet's ear, 

• Fraginento of ■ deeoripaon ot the prooBB«ion of Elou bosto by 
the river, and Eton cavaliera by l&od, to Surt; Hall, on the eTeoing of 
"EleetioiiSatiudar"— the lust poem written bj Praeil while at Eton. 
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lis not to listen to the sound 
That Eton's sons are diron^g round. 
The Biin unheeded may declme, 
Blue eyes send out a brighter shine ; 
Ihe wave may cease its gurgling moan, 
Glad Toioea have a aveeter tone ; 
For, in our calendar of bliss, 
We have no hour bo gay as this, 
When the kind hearts and brilliant eyes 
Of tliose we know, and love, and prize. 
Are come to cheer the captive's thrall. 
And smile upon his festival. 

Stay, Pegasus, — and let me ask, 
- £re I go onward in my task, 
Pray, reader, — were you ever here 
Just at tJiis season of the year? 
No t — then the end of next July 
Should bring you with admiring eye, 
To hear us row, and see us row. 
And cry — " How fast them boys does go ! 

Lord ! wliat would be the cynic's mirth, 
If fate would liil him to the earth, 
And set his tub, with magio jump, 
Squat down beside the Brocas clump I 
What scoffs the sage would utter there, 
From his unpolish'd elbow-chair. 
To see the sempstress' handy-work, 
The Greek confounded with the Turk, 
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Parisian miz'd witii Piedmonteae, 
Aod Persian join'd to Portuguese; 
And mantles short, and mantles long, 
And mantles right, and mantles wrong. 
Misshaped, miscolor'd, and misplaced, 
With what the tailor calls — a taste. 
And then the badges, and the boats. 
The flags, the drimis, the paint, the boats ; 
But more than these, and more than all, 
The pullers' intermitted call, 
" Easy !" — " Hard all !" — " Now pick her up !" 
"Upon my life, how I shall sup !" 

The boats put off! — dironghout the crowd 

Tiie tumult thickens ; wide and loud 

The din re-echoes ; man and horse 

Plunge onward in their mingled course. 

Look at the troop : I love to see 

Our real Etonian Cavalry ; 

They start in such a prettj^ trim, 

And such sweet scorn of life and limb. 

I must confess I never found 

A horse much worse for being sound ; 

I wish my Nag not wholly blind, 

And like to have a tail behind ; 

And though he -certainly may hear 

Correctly with a single ear, 

I think, to look genteel and neat. 

He ought to have his two complete. 
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But tixeae are biflM I off thej go 

Beside the woodering Rirer'a flov ; 

And if, by dint of spur and whip, 

TiiBy shamble on, without ft trip,' 

Well have they done 1 I make no questitn 

lliey're shaken into good digestion. 

I and my Mose, — my Muse and I, 
Will follow with the Company, 
And get to Surly Hall in time 
To make a Supper and a Rhyme. 

Hark ! hark ! a juellow'd note 
Over tlie water seem'd to float! 

Hark ! the note repeated 1 
A sweet, and soft, utd soothing strain, 
Echoed, and died, and rose again. 
As if the Nymphs of Fairy reign 
Were holding to-night their revd rout, 
And pouring their fragrant voices out^ 

On the blue waters seated. 
Hark to the tremulous t<aies that flow, 
And the voice of the boatmen as they row t 
Cheerfully to the heart they go. 

And touch a thousutd pleasant strings, 
Of Triumph, and Pride, and Hope, and Joy, 
And thoughts that are only known to Boy, 

And young Imaginings 1 
The note is near, the Voice comes clear, 
And we catch its Echo on the ear, 
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With a feeling of delight ; 
And as the gladdening sounds we hesT, 
There's many an e^er listener here, 

And many a straining eight. 

One moment, — and ye aee 
Where, fluttering quiche, as the breezes blov, 
Backwards and forwards, to and fro ; 
Bright with the beam of retiring day, 
Old Eton's flag, on iUt water; way 

Moves on triumphantly ; 
But what, that Ancient Poets have told, 
Of Amphitrite's Car of Gold 
With the Nymphs behind, and the Nymphs before, 
And the Nerid's song, and the Triton's roar. 

Could equal half the pride, 
lltat heralds the Monarch's plashing oar. 

Over the swelling tide ? 
And look ! — they land, those gallant crews, 
With their jackete light, and their bellying trews; 

Yet e'en on this triumphant day 

One thought of grief will rise ; 
And though I bid my fiincy play, 
And jest and laugh through all the lay, 
Yet sadness still will have her way, 

And burst the vain disguise ! 
Yes ! when the pageant shall have past, 
I shall have look'd upon my last ; 
I shall not e'er behold again 
Our puUers* unremitted strain ; 
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Nor listen to the channing cry 

Of contest or of victory, 

That speaks what those young bosoms ft 

As keel is pressing fast on keel ; 

Oh ! bright these glories still shall be, 

But they shall never dawn for me. 
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Thbrx vias a time young Boland thought 

His huntsman's call was vorth a dozen 
Of thoae sweet notes his ear had caught 

In boyhood, from hia blue-eyed couain. 
How is it now that by my first 

Silent he aits, nor cares to follow 
His deep-mouth'd st^-hound's matJn burst, 

His olear-tou'd huntsman's joyous hollo % 

How is it now, when Isabel 

Breathes one low note of those sweet numbers, 
That every thought of hill and dell, 

And all — aave that aweet minstrel — slumbers. 
Why does he feel that long, dull pain 

Within my Seeond when she leaves him } 
When shall his &1cog fly again % 

When shall he break the spell tiiat grieves him 1 

And Isabel — how is it, too, 

That sadness o'er that young brow closes 1 
How hath her eye lost half its blue ? 

How have her cheeks lost all thdr roses 1 
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StQl on her lute sweet niimbera dwell, 
Still mf^c seems the breath that sways it ; 

But, oh ! how changed the tone and spdl, 
If Roland be not there to praise it ! 

One summer's eve, while Isabel 

Sang till the starlight came to greet her, 
A t«ar from Roland's eyelid fell, 

And warp'd the string and spoil'd the metre. 
3h« could not sing another note j 

Wherefore, or why, I've not a notion ; 
And /it — the swelling in his throat 

Seemed working from some poi^nous potion. 

I know not — I — how sigh or tear 

Cause these hysterical efluaions ; 
But from that eve, one little year 

Witnessed, you'll say, such strange condunons. 
Beside my All I saw them sit ; 

And that same lute of song so tender — 
A little child was thumping it 

With all his might — against the fender t 

And Isabel — she sang no more, 

But ever that small urchin followed ; 
Who with the lute upon the floor, 

Like a young dryad, whooped and holloed ! 
And Roland's hound is heard again, 

And Roland's hawk hath loosened jesses t 
But Roland's smile is brightest when 

Beside my All his boy he presses. 
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II. 

Snt Harrt is &med for hia amiable v&j 
Of talking a deal vhen he'a notliing to aay : 
Sir Harry will sit by our Bosalie's side, 
And whisper from mom until eventide ; 
Yet, if you would ask of that maiden &ir 
What Sir Harry said while he lingered tbere ; 
Were the maideo as clever as L. E. L. 
Not a word that he aaii could the maiden tell ! 

Sir Harry has ears, and Sir Harry has eyes, 

And Sir Harry has teeth of the usual size ; 

His nose is a nose of the every^y sort — 

Not exceedingly long, nor excessively f&ort ; 

And his breath, tho' resembling in naught the " sweet 

Is inhaled through his lips, and exhaled from hia mouth; 
And yet from the hour that Sir Harry was nursed. 
People said that his heced was no more than my Fir»t! 

Sir Harry has ringlets he curls every day. 
And a fortune he spends in pomatums, they say ; 
He is just suoh a youth as our Koealie bidet with, 
When she has'nt got tm to take waltzes or rides with ; 
But not such a one as, I ween, she would choose, 
Were a youth that / know to be caught in the noose j 
Por I've oft heard her say — tho' so flighty she's reck* 

oned — 
That she'd ne'er take a bridegroom who hadn't my &- 
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Sir Hony sat out, the last visit he pud, 

From when break&st waa over, till dinner was lud ! 

He talked, in hia usual ladj-like way, 

Of the ball and the ballet — the park and the play. 

Little Bosa, who hoped, ere the wkoh day had passed. 

That the youth would apeak out, to the purpose, at last, 

When evening at length was beginning to &I1, 

Declared that Sir Harry was naught but my All} 



III. 

Morning is beaming o'er brake and bower. 
Hark ! to the chimes from yonder tower. 
Call ye my First from her chamber now, 
With her snowy veil and her jeweled brow. 

Lo ! where my Second, in gorgeous array. 
Leads from his stable her beautiful bay, 
Looking for her, as he curvets by, 
With an arching neck, and a glancing eye. 

Spread is the banquet, and studied the song; 

Banged in meet order the menial throng, 

Jerome is ready with book and stole. 

And the m^dens fling flowers, but where is my Wiole. 

Look to the hiD, is he climbing its side T 
Look to the stream — is he crossing its tide 1 
Out on the false one ! he comes not yet — 
Lady, forget him, yea, scorn and foi^et. 
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IV. 

" My first was dark o'er earth and air, 

As dark as she could be ! 
The atara that gemined her ebon hair 

Were olily two or three : 
King Cole saw twice as many there 

As you or 1 could see. 

" ' Away, King Cole,' mine hostess said, 
' Flagon and flask are dry ; 
Your nag is neighing in the shed, 
For he knows a storm is uigh.' 
She set my Second ou his head, 
And she set it all awry." 



V. 



Comb from my First, ay, come ! 

The battle dawn is nigh ; 
And the screaming trump and the thund'ring drum 

Are calling thee to die ! 
Fight as thy father fought, 

Fall as thy father fell, 
Hiy task is taught, thy shroud is wrought ; 

So — forward ! and farewell I 

Toll ye, my Second ! toll ! 

Fling high the flambeau's light ; 
And sing the hymn for a parted soul. 

Beneath the sUent night ! 
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Tlie wreath upon hia head, 

The cross upon his breast, 
Let the prayer be said, ttnd the tear be sb 

So — take him to his rest ! 

C^l ye my Whole, ay, call ! 

The lord of lute and lay ; 
And let him greet the sable pail 

With a noble song to-day ; 
Go, call him by bis name ; 

No fitter hand may crave 
To light the flame of a soldier's feme 

On the turf of a soldier's grave. 

VI. 

Sir Hilary chained at Agincourt, — 

Sooth 'twas an awful day I 
And though in that old age of sport 
The rufflers of the camp and court 

Had little time to-pray, 
l^s said Sir Hilary muttered there 
Two syllables by way of prayer. 

My FirtI to all the brave and proud 

Who see to-morrow's smi ; 
My ^ext with her cold and quiet doud 
To thoee who iind their dewy shroud 

Before to-day's be done ; 
And both together to all blue eyes 
That weep when a warrior nobly dies. 
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VII. 

Hx talked of daggers utd of darts. 

Of paasions and of pains, 
Of weeping eyes and wounded hearts, 

Of kisses and of ohains ; 
He said, though love was kin to griei) 

He was not bom to grieve ; 
He said, though many rued belief 

She safely might believe ; 
But still the lady shook her head, 

And swore, by yea and nay, 
My Whole was all that he had said. 

And all that he could say. 

He said, my First — whose sUent oar 

Was slowly wandering by, 
Veiled in a vapor faint and far 

Though the un&thoined sky — 
Was like the smile whose rosy light 

Across her young lips passed, 
Yet oh ! it was not half so bright, 

It changed not half so fast ; 
But still the lady shook her head, 

And swore, by yea and nay, 
My Whole was all that he had said, 

And all that he could say. 

And then he set a cypress wreath 

Upon his raven hair, 
And drew his rapier from its sheath, 
Which made the lady stare j 
12 
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And awd, his life-blood's purple flov 

My seoond there should dim, 
If she he loved and worshipped so 

Would only weep for him ; 
But still the lady shook her head, 

And swore by yea and nay, 
My Whole was all that he had said, 

And aU that he could say. 



VIII. 

My Firtl came forth in booted state, 

For &ir Valeucia bound ; 
And smiled to feel my Seeond't weight, 

And hear its creaking sound. 

" And here's a goaler sweet," quoth he, 
" You cannot bribe or cozen ; 

To keep one ward in custody 
Wise men will fbrge a dozen." 

But daybreak saw a lady guide 

My Whole across the plain, 
With a handsome cavalier beude, 

To hold her biidle-rein ; 

And " blessiugs on the bonds," quoth he, 
" Which wrinkled age imposes, 

If woman must a prisoner be, 
Her chain should be of roses," 
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IX. 



I graced Don Pedro's revelry, 

Ail dressed in fire and feather, 
When loveliness and chivalry, 

Were met to feaat together. 
He flung the slave who moved the lid, 

A purse of maravedis ; 
And thb that gallant Spaniard did, 

For me and for the ladiea. 

He vowed a vow, that noble knight, 

Before he went to table. 
To make his only sport the fight. 

His only couch the stable, 
1111 he had dragged as he was bid 

Five score of Turks to Cadiz ; — 
And this that gallant Spaniard did, 

For me and for the ladies. 

To ride through mountains, where my Fint 

A banquet would be reckoned; 
llirough deserts, where to quench their thirst 

Men vainly turn my Second. 
To leave the gates of fair Madrid, 

And dare the gates of Hades ; — 
And this that gallant Spaniard did, 

For me and for the ladies. 
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X roEM IT TBnim coluqe, cmmaxx, w 



The sun is high in heaven ; a favoring braeze 
Fills the white sail, and sweeps the rippling seaa, . 
And the tall vessel walks her destined way, 
And roclcs and glitters in the curling spray. 
Among the shrouds, all happiness and hope, 
The busy aeaman coils the rattling rope. 
And tells his jest, and carols out his song. 
And laughs his laughter, vehement and long ; 
Or pauses on the deck, to dream awhile 
Of his babe's prattle, and their mother's smile, 
And nods the head, and waves the welcome hand, 
To those who weep upon the lessening strand. 

His is the roving step and humor dry, 

His the light laugh, and his the jocund eye; 

And his the feeling, which, in guilt or grie^ 

Makes the sin venial, and the sorrow brief. 

But there are hearts, that merry deck below, 

Of darker error, and of deeper wo. 

Children of wrath and wretchedness, who grieve 

Not for the country, but the crimes they leave, 
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Wlo, while for them on many a Bleepless bed 
The prayer is murmur'd, and ibe tear is shed, 
la exile and in misery, look within 
Their dread despair, their unrepented §in,— 
And in their madness dare to gaze on heaven, 
Sullen and cold, unawed and unfoi^ven t 

l^ere the gaunt robber, stem in sin and shame, 
Shows his dull features and his iron frame ; 
And tenderer pilferers creep in wlence by. 
With quiv'ring lip, flush'd brow, and vacant eye. 
And some there are who, in their close of day, 
With dropping jaw, weak step, and temples gray, 
Go tott'ring forth, to find, across the wave, 
A short sad sojourn, and a foreign grave ; 
And some, who look their long and last adieu 
To the white cliffs that vanish from the view, 
While youth still blooms, and vigor nerves the arm, 
Tlie blood flows freely, and the pulse beats warm. 
He hapless female stands in silence there, 
So weak, so wan, and yet so sadly fair, 
TTiat those who gaze, a rude untutor'd tribe, 
Check the coarse question, and the wounding gibe, 
And look, and long to strike the fetter off, 
And stay to pity, though they came to scoff. 
Then o'er the cheek there runs a burning blush, 
And the hot tears of shame begin to rush 
Forth from their sweDing orbs ; — she turns away, 
And her white fingers o'er her eye-lids stray, 
And still the tears through those white fingers glide, 
Which strive to check them, or at least to hide ! 
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And there the stripliog, led to pltmder'a sdiool, 

Ere passion slept, or reason learn'd to rule, 

Clasps his young hands, and beats his throbbing bnun, 

And lookx with marrel on his galling chain. 

Oh 1 you may guess from that unconscious gaze 

His soul hath dream'd of those iar fading days, 

When, rudely nurtured on the mountain's brow, 

He tended day by day his father's plough ; 

Blest in his day of toil, his night of ease, 

His life of purity, his soul of peace. 

Oh, yes ! to-day his soul hath backward been 

To many a tender face, and beauteous scene ; 

The verdant valley and the dark brown hill. 

The small fair garden, and its tinkling rill. 

His grandame's tale, believed at twUight hour, 

His sister singing in her myrtle bower. 

And she, the maid, of every hope bereft. 

So fondly loved, alas ! so Msely lefl ; 

The winding path, the dwelling in the grove, 

The look of welcome, and the kiss of love — 

These are his dreams ; — but these are dreams of bUss I 

Why do they blend with such a lot as his 1 

And is there naught for him but grief and gloom, 
A lone existence, and an early tomb t 
Is there no hope of comfort and of rest 
To the sear'd conscience, and the troubled breastt 
Oh, say not so ! In some far distant olime, 
Where lives no witness of his early crime. 
Benignant Penitence may haply muse 
On purer pleasures, and on brighter views, 
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And Blnm'biing Virtue wake at last to otum 
Another being, and a fturer tkme. 

Beautiful land ! within whose quiet shore 
Lost spirits may forget the stain they bore : 
Beautiful land I with all thy blended shades 
Of waste and wood, rude rocks, and level glades, 
On thee, on thee ) gaze, as moslems look 
To the blest islands of their prophet's book ; 
And oft I deem that, link'd by magic spell, 
Pardon and peace upon thy valleys dwell, 
Like to sweet houris beck'ning o'er the deep, 
"Elie souls that tremble, and the eyes that weep. 
Therefore on thee undying sunbeams throw 
Their dearest radiance, and their wannest glow ; 
And tranquil nights, oool gales, and gentle showen 
Make bloom eternal in thy sinless bowers. 
Green is thy turf; stem winter doth not dare 
To breathe his blast, and leave a ruin there, 
And the charm'd ocean roams thy rocks around. 
With softer motion, and with sweeter sound ; 
Among thy blooming flowers and blushing fruit 
The whisp'ring of young birds is never mute. 
And never doth the streamlet cease to well 
'Rirougb its old channel in the hidden dell. 
Oh ! if the Muse of Greece had ever stray'd. 
In solemn twilight, through thy forest shade. 
And swept her lyre, and waked thy meads along 
The liquid echo of her ancient song. 
Her fabling Fancy in that hour had found 
Voices of music, shapes of grace, around ; 
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Among thy tMfia, with merry step and glusce. 
The Dryad then had wound her wayward dsnoe, 
And the cold Naiad in thy waters fair 
Bathed her white breast, and wrung her dripping hwr 

Beautiiul Land! upon so pure a plain 
Shall Superstition hold her hated reign t 
Must Bigotry build up her cheerless shrine 
In such an air, on such an earth as thine? 
Alas ! Religion from thy placid isles 
Veils the warm splendor of her heavenly aniles, 
And the wrapt gazer in the beauteous plan 
See nothing dark except the soul of Man. 

Sweet &re the links that bind us to out kind, 
Meek, but unyielding, — felt, but undefined ; 
Sweet is the loTe of brethren, sweet the joy 
Of a young mother in her cradled toy, 
And sweet is childhood's deep and earnest glow 
Of reverence for a father's head of enow ! 
Sweeter tlian all, ere our young hopes depart. 
The quick 'ning throb of an impassioned heart, 
Beating in sOence, eloquently still, 
For one loved soul that answers to its thrill. 
But where thy smile. Religion, hath not shone, 
The chain Is riven, and the charm is gone, 
And, unawaken'd by thy wondrous spell. 
The feelings slumber in their silent cell. 

Hush'd is the voice of labor and of mirth. 
The light of day is sinking from tba earth, 
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And Evening mandes in her dewy calm 
The couch of one wfao cannot faeed its balm.* 
I^ ! where the chiefUiu cm hia matted bed 
Leans the faint form, and hangs the feverish head ; 
There b no luBtre in his wandering eye. 
His forehead bath no show of majesty, 
His gasping lip, to weak for wail or prayer, 
Scarce stirs the breeie, and leaves no echo there, 
And his strong arm, so nobly wont to rear 
The feather'd target, or the ashen spear, 
Drops powerless and cold ! the pang of death 
Locks the set teeth, and chokes the strutting breath; 
And the last glimmering of departing day 
Lingers around to herald life away. 

Is there no duteous youth to sprinkle now 
One drop of 'water on his lip and brow ? 
No dark-eyed maid to bring with soundless foot 
The lulling potion, or the healing root 1 
No tender look lo me«t his wandering gaze? 
No tone of fondness, heard in happier days, 
To sooth the terrors of the spirit's flight, 
And speak of mercy and of hope to-night 1 
All love, all leave him ! — terrible and slow 
Along the crowd the whisper'd murmurs grow. 
"The hand of heaven is on hira ! is it our'a 
" To cheek the fleeting of his numbered hours "i 

" This sketcli of the death of & Naw Zealander, and of tha Hnper- 
B^tioQ which preveatB the offering of any contiolatioQ or AiifiiiitaDCe, 
oader the ides that a eicb msn is imdei the immediate influenee of 
the Deil^, is Uken t>om (be luuratiTe of the death of Doaterra, a 
^iendlj ohieflun, recorded by Mr. Nicholiia, vol. ii. p. 181. 
12* 
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" Oh, not to na, — oil, not to us it pvea 

" To read the book, or thwart the will, of HeaTOT I 

" Away, away I" and each familiar face 

Becoila in horror from his sad embrace ; 

The turf on which he lies is hallow'd ground. 

The sullen priest stalks gloomiljr around, 

And shuddering friends, that dare not soothe or save, 

Hear the last groan, and dig the destined grave. 

The frantic Widow folds upon her breast 

Her glittering trinkets and her gorgeous vest. 

Circles her neck with many a mystic charm, 

Clasps tho rich bracelet on her desperate arm. 

Binds her black hair, and stains her eye-lid's fringe 

"With the jet lustre of the Henow's tinge ; 

Then on the spot where those dear ashes lie, 

Id bigot transport sits her down to die. 

Her swarthy brothers mark'd the wasted cheek, 

The straining eye-ball, and the stifled shriek. 

And sing the praises of her deatliless name. 

As the last flutter racks her tortured frame. 

They sleep together: o'er the natural tomb 

The lichen'd pine rears up its form of gloom, 

And lorn accacias shed their shadow gray, 

Bloomless and leafless, o'er the buried clay. 

And often there, when, calmly, coldly bright. 

The midnight moon flings down her ghastly light. 

With solemn munour, and with silent tread, 

The dance is order'd, and the verse is said. 

And sights of wonder, sounds of spectral fear 

Scare the quick glance, and. chill the startled ear. 
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Yet direr visions e'en than these Temaiu ; 
A fieroer guiltiness, a fouler stain ! 
Oh ! who shall sing the scene of savage strife, 
"Where Hatred glories in the waste of life I 
The hurried march, the looks of grim delight, 
The yell, the rush, the slaughter, and the flight, 
The arms unwearied in the cruel toil, 
The hoarded vengeance and the rifled spoil ; 
And, last of all, the revel in the wood, 
l^e feast of death, the banqueting of blood, 
When the wild warrior gazes on his foe 
Convulsed beneath bim in his painful throe, 
And lifts the linife, and kneels him down to drain 
The purple current from the quiv'ring vein ? — 
Cease, oease the tale ; and let the ocean's roll 
Shut the dark horror irom my wiider'd soul ! 

And are tjiere none to succor 1 none to speed 
A lairer fueling and a holier cre'ed ? 
Alas ! for this, upon the ocean blue. 
Lamented Cook, thy pennon hither flew ; 
For* this, undaunted o'er the raging brine^ 
The venturous Frank upheld his Saviour's sign. 
Unhappy chief! while Fancy thus surveys 
Tlie scatter'd islets, and the spakling bays, 
Beneath whose cloudless sky and gorgeous sun 
Thy life was ended, and thy voyage done, 
In shadowy miat thy form appears to glide. 
Haunting the grove, or floating on the tide ; 
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Oh ! there waa grief for thee, and bitter tears, 
And racking doubts through long aad jobless years; 
And tender tongues that babbled of the theme, 
And lonely hearts that doated od the dream. 
Pale Memory deem'd she saw thy cherish'd form 
Snatch'd from the foe, or rescued from the storm ; 
And foithful Love, unfailing and untired, 
Gung to each hope, and sigh'd as each expired. 
On the black desert, or the tombless sea, 
No prayer was said, no requiem auQg for thee ; 
Affection knows not, whether o'er thy grave 
The ocean murmur, or the willow wave ; 
But still the beacon of thy sacred name 
Lights ardent souls to Virtue and to Fame ; 
Still Science mourns thee, and the grateful Muse 
Wreathes the green cypress for her own Peyrouse. 

But not thy deaLh shall mar the gracious plan, 
Nor check the task thy pious toil began ; 
O'er the wide waters of the bounding main 
The Book of Life must win its way again, 
And in the regions by thy fate endear'd, 
The Cross be lifled, and the Altar rear'd. 

With furrow'd brow and cheek serenely fair. 
The calm wind wand'ring o'er his silver htur, 
His arm uplifted, and his moisten'd eye 
Fix'd in deep rapture on the golden sky, — 
Upon the shore, through many a billow driven, 
He kneels at last, the Messenger of Heaven ! 
Long years, that rank the mighty with the weak, 
Have dimm'd the flush upon his faded <^eek. 
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And many a dew, and many a noxious damp, 

The daily labor, and the niglftly lamp, 

Have reft away, for ever, reft from him, 

The liquid accent, and the buoyant limb. 

Yet still within him aspirations swell 

Which time corrupts not, sorrow cannot quell : 

The ohangelesB Zeal, which on, from land to land, 

Speeds the foint foot, and nerves the wilher'd hand, 

And the mild Charity, which, day by day. 

Weeps every wound and every stain away, 

Eears the young bud on every blighted stem, 

And longs to comfort, where she must condemn. 

With these, through storms, and bitterness, and wratli, 

In peace and power he holds his onward path. 

Curbs the fierce soul, and sheathes the murd'rous steel. 

And calms the passion he hath ceased to feel. 

Yes ! he hath triumph'd ! — while his lips relate 

The sacred story of his Saviour's fate. 

While to the search of that tumultuous horde 

He opens wide the Everlasting Word, 

And bids the soul drink deep of wisdom there. 

In fond devotion, and in fervent prayer. 

In speechless awe the wonder-stricken throng 

Ched( their rude feasting and their barbarous song: 

Around his steps the gathering myriads crowd, 

ITie chief, the slave, the timid, and the proud; 

Of various features, and of various dress. 

Like their own forest^l eaves, confused and numberless. 

Where shall your temples, where your worship be, 

Gods of the air, and Rulers of the sea ! 
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In the glad dswning of a kinder light, 
Yonr blind adorer qnits your gloomy rit», 
And kneels in gladness on his nadve plain, 
A happier votary at a holier fane. 

Beautiful Land, farewell I — when toil and strife, 
And all the sighs, and all the sins of life 
Shall cMne about me, when the light of Truth 
Shall scatter the bright mists that dazzled youth, 
And Memory muse in sadness on the past, 
And mourn for pleasure far too sweet to last ; 
How often shall I long for some green spot. 
Where, not remembering, and remembered not. 
With no false verse to deck my lying bust, 
With no fond tear to vex my mould'ring dust, 
This busy brain may find its grassy shrine. 
And sleep, untroubled, iu a shade like thine ! 
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" High tomn, &ir tem[JeB, goodlj theatres, 
Strang ir«ll>, rich porohee, priDC«lf polkoea, 
lutgo streeta, bnve houaen, Boerad saputolirM, 
Sure gaMs, sveet gardeoi!, stately galleriaa, 
WroDght with bir pilkre and flue Iiiisg«riaa, — 
All tbe«o (0 pitj I) now a™ tarned to dost, 
And overgrown with blaok oblivion's nut." 



MnSB of old Athens ! strike thine ancient lute ! 
Are the strings broken "i ia the music mute ? 
Hast thou no tears to gush, no prayers to flow, 
Wails for her fate, or curses for her foe ? 
If atill, within some dark and drear recess, 
Qothed with sad pomp and spectral loveliness, 
ITiough pale thy cheek, and torn thy flowing hair, 
And reft the roses passion worshipp'd there, 
Thou lingerest, lone, beneath thy laurel bough, 
Glad in the incense of a poet's vow; 
Bear me, oh, bear me, to the vine-dad hill, 
Wlffire nature smiles, anfl Beauty blushes still, 
And Memory blends her tale of other years 
With earnest hopes, deep sighs, and bitter tears 1 
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Desolate Athena ! though thy gods are fled, 

Thy temples silent, and thy glory dead, 

Though all thou hudst of beautiful and brave 

Sleep in the tomb, or moulder in the wave, 

Tliough power and praise forsake thee and forget, 

Desolate Athena, thou art lovely yet ! 

Arounfl thy walls, in every wood and vale, 

Thine own sweet bird, the lonely nightingale, 

Still makes her home : and, when the moonlight hour 

Flings its soft magic over brate and bower, 

Murmura her sorrows from her ivy shrine, 

Or the thick foliage of the deathless vine. 

Where erst Megtera chose her fearful crown, 

The bright naroiasus hanga his clusters down; 

And the gay crocus decks with glittering dew 

The yellow radiance of his golden hue. 

Still thine own olive haunts its native earth. 

Green as when Pallas smiled upon its birth ; 

And still Cephisus pours his sleepless tide, , 

So clear and calm, along the meadow side, 

That you may gaze long hours upon the stream. 

And dream at last the poet's witching dream, 

That the sweet Muses, in the neighboring towers, 

Sweep their wild harps, and wreath their odorous flowers, 

And laughing Venus o'er the level plains 

Waves her light lash, and shakes her gilded reins. 

How terrible is Time ! his solemn years. 
The tombs of all our hopes and all our fears, 
In silent horror roll ! — the gorgeous throne, 
The pillar'd arch, the monumental stone, 
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Melt in sviit rula; and of mighty olimes, 
Where Fame told tales of virtues and of orimes, 
Where Wisdom taught, and Valor woke to strife, 
And Art's oreatione breathed- their mimic life, 
And the young Poet, when the stars shone high. 
Drank the deep rapture of the quiet sky. 
Naught now remains, but Nature's placid scene, 
Heaven's deathless blue, and Earth's eternal green, 
The showers that fall on palaces and graves, 
The suns that shine for freemen and for slaves : 
Science may sleep in ruin, man in shame, 
But Nature lives, still lovely, still the same ! 
The rock, the river, — these have no decay 1 
ITie city and its masters, — where are they 1 
' Go forth, and wander through the cold remains 
Of fallen statues, and of tottering ianes, 
Seek the loved haunts of poet and of sage, 
The gay paltestra, and the gaudy st^e ! 
What signs are there? a solitary stone, 
And shatter'd capital with grass o'ergrown, 
■A. taoulderisg frieze, half-hid in ancient dust, 
A thistle springing o'er a nameless bust; — ' 
Yet this toot Athens ! still a holy spell 
Breathes in the dome, and wanders in the dell, 
And vanish'd times and wondrous ibrms appear, 
And sudden echoes charm the waking ear : 
Decay itself is drest in glory's gloom. 
For every hillock is a hero's tomb. 
And every breeze to fancy's slumber brings 
The mighty rushing of a spirit's wings. 



»i by Google 



Ob, jea ! where glory audi as thine hath been. 
Wisdom and Sorrow linger round the scene ; 
And where the hues of faded splendor sleep, 
Age kneels to moralize, and youth to weep ! 

E'en now, methinks, before the eye of day, 

Th.e night of ages rolls ita mist away, 

And the oold dead, the wiae, and fair, and proud. 

Start from the um, and rend the tranquil shroud. 

Here the wild Muse hath seized her madd'nii^ lyre, 

With grasp of passion, and with glance oi fire, 

And called the visions of her awful reign 

From death and gloom, to light and life ag^n. 

Hark ! the huge Titan on his frozen rock 

ScoSs at Heaven's King, and braves the lightning-shook, 

The Colchian sorc'ress drains her last brief bliss, 

The thrilling rapture of a mother's kiss. 

And the gray Theban raises to the skies 

His huelesa features, and his rayless eyes. 

Here blue-eyed Pallas guides the willing feet 

Of her loved sages to her calm retreat, 

And lights the radiance of her glitt'ring tordi 

In the rich garden and the quiet porch : 

Lo ! the throng'd arches, and the nodding trees, 

Where Truth and Wisdom stray'd with Socrates, 

Where round sweet Xenophon rapt myriads hung. 

And liquid honey dropp'd from Plato's tongue ! 

Oh ! thou wert glorious then ! thy sway and sword 

On earth and sea were dreaded and adored. 

And Satraps knelt, and Sovereigns tribute paid, 

And prostrate cities trembled and obeyed : 
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Hie grim Laoonian when he aa.v thea Mghed, 

And frown'd. the venoin of his hate and pride ; 

And the pale Peraian dismal vigils kept, 

If Rumor whispered ' Athens !' where he slept ; 

And mighty Ocean, for thy royal sail, 

Hush'd the loud vave, and still'd the stormy gale ; 

And to thy sons Olympian Jove bad given 

A brighter ether, and a purer heaven. 

Those sons of thine vere not a mingled host, 

From various &thers born, from every coast, 

And driven from shore to shore, from toil to toil, 

To shun a despot, or to seek a spoil ; 

Oh, no ! they drew their unpolluted race 

TJp from the earth which was their dwelling-place ; 

And the warm blood, whose blushing streams had nm, 

Ceaseless and stainless, down, from sire to son, 

Went dear and brilliant through its hundred rills, 

Pure as thy breeze, eternal as thy hills ! 

Alaa ! How soon that day of splendor past, 
That bright, brief day, too beautiful to last ! 
Let other lips tell o'er the oft-told tale; — 
How art succeeds, when spear and falchion &U, 
How fierce dissension, impotent distrust, 
Caprice that made it treason to be just, 
And crime in some, and listleseness in all, 
Shook the great city to her fate and fhll, 
Till gold at last made plain the tyrant's way. 
And bent all hearts in bondage and decay ! 
I loathe the task ! let other lyres record 
The might and mercy of the Eoman sword. 
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The aimless stru^le, and the fniitlesa vile, 
He victor's vengeance, and the patron's tmile. 
Yet, in the gloom of that long, cheerless nigbt, 
There gleams one ray to comfort and delight; 
One spot of rapture courts the Muse's eye, 
bi the dull waste of shame and apathy. 
Here, where wild Fancy wondrous fictions' drew, 
And knelt to worship, till she thought them true,— 
Here, in the paths which beauteous Error trod, 
Hie great Apostle preached the Unksowh Gos t 

Silent the crowd were hush'd ; for his the eye 
Whidi power controls not, sin cannot defy ; 
His the tall stature, and the lifted hand, 
And the fix'd countenance of grave command ; 
And his the voice, which heard but once, will sink 
So deep into the hearts of those that think, 
That they may live till years and years are gone, 
And never lose one echo of its tone. 
Yet, when the voice had ceased, a clamor rose, 
And mingled tumult rang from friends and fo^s; 
The threat was mutter'd, and the galling gibe, 
By each pale Sophist and his paltry tribe ; 
The haughty Stoic pass'd in gloomy state. 
The heartless Cynio scowl'd his grov'lling hatc^ 
And the soft garden's rose-encircled child 
Smiled unbelief, and shuddered as he smiled. — 
Tranquil he stood ; for he had heard,— could hear, 
Blame and reproach with an untroubled ear ; 
O'er his broad forehead visibly were wrought 
The dark deep lines of courage and of thought ; 
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And if the color from his dieek was fled, 
Ite paleness spoke do psssion, — and no dread. 
The meek endurance, and the steadfast will, 
The patient nerve, that suffers, and is still, 
The humble faith, that bends to meet the rod, 
And the strong hope, that turns from man to God,-— 
All these were his ; and hia firm heart was set, 
And knew the hour must come, — but was not jet. 

Again long years of darkness and of pain, 
The Moslem cimeter, the Moslem chain ; 
Where Phidias toil'd, the turban'd spoilers brood, 
And the Mosque glitters where the Temple stood, 
AJas ! how well the slaves their fetters wear, 
Proud in disgracCj and cheerful in despair! 
While the glad music of the boatman's song 
On the still air floats happily along. 
The light caique goes bounding on. its way 
Through the bright ripples of Pireeus' bay ; 
And when the stars shine down, and twinkling feet 
In the gay measure blithely part and meet, 
ITie dark-eyed maiden scatters through the grove 
Her tones of fondness, aikd her looks of love : 
Oh, sweet the lute, the dance ! but bondage flings 
Grief on the steps, and discord on the strings ; 
Yet, thus degraded, sunken as thou art, 
Still thou art dear to many a boyish heart ; 
And many a poet, full of fervor, goes, 
To read deep lessons, Athens, in thy woes. 
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And aucb was he, the long-lAmented cme, 
England's &ir hope, sad Granta's cherish'd acta, 
Dl-fat«d TwiDDELL I— If the flush of youth, 
"Die light of genius, and the glow of truth, 
If all that fondness honors and adores, 
If all that grief remembers and deplores, 
Could bid the spoiler turn his scythe away. 
Or snatch one flower from darkness and decay, 
Thou hadst not mark'd, fair city, his decline, 
Nor rear'd the marble in thy silent shrine — 
The cold, ungrieving marble — to declare 
How many hopes lie desolated there. 
We will not mourn for him ! ere human ill 
Could blight one bliss, or make one feeling chill. 
In Learning's pure embrace he sunk to rest, 
Like a tired child upon his mother's breast : 
Peace to his hallow'd shade ! his ashes dwell 
In that sweet spot be' loved in life so well, 
And the sad Nurse who watch'd his early bloom, 
And this hia home, points proudly to bb tomb. 

But oft, when twilight sleeps on earth and sea, 
Beautiful Athens ! we will weep for thee ; 
For thee, and for thine of&pring ! — will they bear 
The dreary burthen of their own despair. 
Till nature yields, and sense and life depart 
From the torn sinews and the trampled heaitt 
Oh I by the mighty shades that dimly glide 
Where Victory beams upon the turf or tide, 
By those who sleep at Marathon in bliss. 
By those who fell at glorious Salamis, 
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By every laureird brow »nd holy name, 

By every thought of freedom ood of lame, 

By all ye bear, by all that ye have borne. 

The blow of anger, and the glance of ecom, 

The fruitless laborj and the broken rest. 

The bitter torture, and the bitterer jest, 

By your sweet infant's unavailing cry, 

Your sister's bluah, your mother's stifled sigh. 

By all the tears that ye have wept, and weep, — 

Break, Sons of Athens, break your weary sleep t 

Yea, it is broken ! — Hark, the sudden shock 
Bolls on from wave to wave, from rock to rook ; 
Up, for the Cross and Freedom ! far and near 
Forth starts the sword, and gleams the patriot spear, 
And bursts the echo of the battle song, 
Cheering and swift, the banded hosts along. 
On, Sons of Athens ! let your wrongs and woes * 
Burnish the blades, and nerve the whistling bows ; 
Green be the laurel, erer blest the meed 
Of him that shines to-day in martial deed, 
And sweet his sleep beneath the dewy sod, 
Who fiiUs for fame, his country, and his God ! 

He hoary sire has helm'd his locks of gray, 
Scom'd the safe hearth, and totter'd to the fray : 
The beardless boy has left his gilt guitar, 
And bared his arm for manhood's holiest war. 
E'en the weak girl has mail'd her bosom there, 
Clasped the rude helmet on her auburn hair, 
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Ouoged love's own 8ml)« for valor's fi«rf glance. 
Mirth for the field, the dtstaff for the lance. 
Yes, ahe vas beauteous, that Athenian maid, 
When erst she sate vithln her myrtle shade, 
Without a passion, and without a thought, 
Save those which innocence and childhood wrought, 
Delicious hopes, and dreams of life and love. 
Young flowers below, and cloudless sines above. 
But oh, how &ir, how more than doubly fair, 
Thus with the laurel twined about her hair, — 
While at her feet her country's chiefs assemble, 
And those soft tones amid the war-cry tremble. 
As some sweet lute creeps eloquently in, 
Breaking the tempest of the trumpet's din, — 
Her corselet fasten'd with a goldrai clasp, — 
Her falchion buckled to her tender grasp, — 
And quiv'ring lip, flush'd cheek, and flashing eye 
All breathing fire, all speaking ' Liberty !' 

ilrm has that stru^le been 1 but is there none 

To hymn the triumph, wheu the fight is won t 

Oh for the harp which once — but through the strings, 

Far o'er the sea, the dismal night-wind sings ; 

Where is the hand that swept it ?~-cold and mute, 

The lifeless master, and the voiceless lute ! 

The crowded hall, the murmur, and the ga^e. 

The look of envy, and the voice of praise. 

And friendship's smile, anii passion's treaaur'd vow, — 

All these are nothing, — life is nothing now ! 

But the hush'd triumph, and the garb of gloom. 

The sorrow deep, but mute, around the tomb. 
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The sotdiei-'s silenoe, and the matron's tear, — 

These are the trappings of (be sable bier, 

Which time corrupts not, falsehood cannot hide, 

Nor follj BOOTH, nor cdumny deride. 

And 'what ia writ, is writ!' — the guilt and shame, 

All eyes have seen them, and all lips may blame ; 

Where is the record of the wrong that stnng, 

The charm that tempted, and the grief that wrung t 

Let feeble hands, iniquitously just, 

Bake up the reliques of the sinful dust, 

Let ignorance mock the pang it cannot feci, 

And Malice brand, what Mercy would conceal ; 

It matters not ! he died as all would die ; 

Greece had his earliest soog, his latest sigh ; 

And o'er the shrine, in Which that cold heart sleeps, 

Glory looks dim, and joyous conquest weeps. 

The maids of Athens to the spot shall bring 

Hie freshest roses of the new-bom spring. 

The Spartan boys their first-won wreath shall bear, 

To bloom round BraON'sum, or droop in sadness therel 

Farewell, sweet Atbiss ! thou shalt be again 
Hie sceptred Queen of all thine old domain. 
Again be blest in all thy varied charms 
Of loveliness and valor, arts and arms. 
Forget not then, that in thine hour of dread. 
While the weak battled, and the guiltless bled, 
Hiough Kings and Courts stood gazing on thy iate, 
The bad, to scoff— the better, to debate, 
13 
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Here, whwe the soul of youdi rememben yet 
Hie amilea and tears whidi manhood must forget, 
In a for land, the honest and the free 
Had lips to pray, and hearts to feel, for thee 1 
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Oninria MeHtnger. 

" The dBdicalion, in its aweet and tonchtng parity of emotlan, la ilaelf ID eip- 
nest of Ihe many 'bleascd honBebold voicea' that come np from the herafadetr 
depth, throughout the book/' — Ontario Kepotitoty. 

"Oladly dowBRreellhig Qoweiet ia the Eeld of oor Ilteritare, for it u Iragraut 
Witb aweetiaod bright wiUi haoa that maik il to be of HeaveD'a own planiiag." 
Courier and Eaquinr. 

" There ia a depth of leBtimeat and fading oot ordinarily met with, and loma 
of ibe noblest facaltiea and aiieciiona of man'a nature are depicted and illaatntsi 
by the tkilfol pen of tbe anthoreia."— ClurcAnait. 

* Thh collection rf itoriea folly nutahu her prevlooa lepntatiaD. and alas gfvM 
tbriiHiaiit pn>Diiaexif fulore eminenoe in tbia departmoAof literatare." 

Tribaae. 

"We find in Ihia volume nnmiOakeable avldenoea of origh^ity </ mind, u 
almoat aDperSooiu depth of rs9eci!on Ibrtbe department ofcompofltion to which 
it ia devDied, a rare ftciiily in leizing Che mnllifonn aapecta of natnia, and a atlU 
rarer power of giving thsm the form and baa of imagioatian, wkboat iattofbg 
Bieic identjly." — Harper' t Magaxim. 

"In all the prodnctiDni of Hiaa Cheaebro'e pea !a evident a deHcal» p er ee pUu a 
of Ihe relation of naMral beanly to the moral emolioru, and a deep Ion of the Ina 
•nd tbe beaolifal in art and ■sMiim."~Day-Boek. 
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CloDttnoDk; 



RECOLLECTIONS OF OUR HOME IK THE WEST. 

Br ALICE CAREY. 
lUiutraUd hy Daslet. One vol., 12mo. 



" Wc do not heaitat* to predict for IhcM pketdim ■ wida popDiaritj. 
The; btmt the Irne itamp of genini — rirrple, nalarol, Iralhrul — and STinca 
a hean aanaa of thg hamor and palhoa, of the comeJj and traj^j, of tile 
In tlie euunlry. No one who hie ever read it can fnr^pt the tad and bean- 
liful etorj of Mir; Wildrrmingi ; iti neird &nc;. (emlernPU, and beaolj ; 
ill touching dncriplion of the emolione of a tick and aufrcringhamin npiiit, 
•nd it* rxqnixile ruial jHclurei. The moral tone of Alien Cany't nritinga 
ii QMlifFctlonible BlHa7a."~J, G. Whittiiii. 

■■ MiB Carey'a eiperience hea heen in the midst of rarat aecnpatJcEi^ ia 
the interior of Ohio, tirerj word here reflects ihie eiperience, in the rai- 
ett shapes, and most eiqniaite hnea. The opinion now appears to be ooo> 
monl; rnlerliined, that Alice Catr-y ii deciJodl; the Gnt of nnr femile ac- 
thort;an opinion which Filz-Greene Halleeli,J. O. Whillier, Dr. Grisvold, 
Wr). D. Gatlagber. Bayard Taylor, with many others, hare on lerioaa 
oecsiiona endoraed." — lUtutrattd Nttal. 

" If we loofe at the entire catalogue of female writers of prose fiction in 
this country, we ahalt End no one who eparaachea Alice Cirey in Ibe lieal 
cbaracteriBtics of ^niua. Like all genuine authors iha hss peeulieriKea; 
her hanj is detected aa unerringly a* that of Poe or Hawlhorne ; ■■ much 
aa they she ia apart froTn others and above others; and her sketches of 
country life mU't, we think, be sdmilted to be laperior enn lo those delight- 
ful tiles of Misi Milfbrd, which, in a aimilar line, are generally acknowledged 
*o be equal to anything done in Enifland." — Inlemalional Magaxine, 

" Alice Carey has perhaps the strongeet imaginalion among the womaD 
ol thia country. Her writings will live longer than Ihoae uf any olhM 
woman among na." — American Whig RaUw. 

" Alice Csrey has a fine, neb, and purely original genius. Her coontiy 
•lories are almost unequaled." — Kniekerbocktr Magazine. 

" MisB Cirey'i skelcbei ira remarkably fresh, end eiqaisite in delicacy, 
humor, and psthos, 81ie is booked for iAmorlalily." — Home Journal. 

"The Times speska of Alice Carey as standing at the head of Ibe liTing 
female writers of Americs. We go even farther in our fsTorable judgment, 
end express the opinion thai among those liiing or dead, she haa had no 
equal in this eounlry ; and we know of few in tlie annals of English liter*- 
tara who hsTs cihibiled anperior gifta of nal poetic genius." — The (Parilatd, 
lb.)Btleaie. 



»i by Google 



ji /HIT Aim r 
TALES AND TKADITI0N3 

HUNGARY. 

By THEKESA PULSZKV. 

With a Portrait of the Author. 
In 0ns Tolome, Clotli-FTles, tl 2S. 



I'm iboTS conttliu, in idditjon K 


Hie 


Engll,h pabUcdon, . Ktw Fwwit*. Hill 


TuJH, now firn prictBd fnjm Ihc mai 


uiEripi of ihe AuHior, who bu 1 direct iatanM h 










J. Tbs Banm'i Dughler. 




11. TheClol^ofMuurtlr. 


a. Tte Casfle of Zips^n. 
3. Ytno-hik. the Rdhber. 








13. The Poor ■n.rttr. 


4. Tho Free ahoL 




H. he M«denf Cattlt 


5. Die OgJdBn CroM of Ko™fo. 




15. ho Hair of the Chihnn Girt, 
la. The RnctH of LipnSL 
IT. .ell, the Kot«e-6esler. 


6. Tlis Gu»rdlsii». 




7. The LovB of Ihf Arjfcli. 




8. Tho M»id «id tho Grail. 




la. Ki:agschrofH™g.rT. 


B. AshioDdiil, the Luno Demon. 




IS anoah, tha Haro. 






20. The UunguTin OulUm. 


ai. Tti^lliot 


of the Hongtciui Idee. 



"MjiDinK ftnimria familiar Tiih lh»fl Iraditiom ot the people, »nd hu pprfwHy 
•Dccwdedlii vertlD^ (hem into an AitiactiTBfDTffii wilb tourtpuruly ari^ia«l lalei froni 
her own pan " — WoraMfr yaHimel Xgif. 

'• llie legmdi in Ihli work urs TcrjlH'anUrul, full ofintGreet, Tarled and iparklLngln 
nj\K.''^BiMan OUvt Brsfict. 

•'SIrtlilni1yl1Iualrali>eDr the manrrra and enitomi that have prmlled IndHferent 

with hitemt h; ill, while they mil; throw tight upon Ihe esrly hlitory and mBnnen 
of BoBgaiT.'— Jia<"|l EiJiraD. 

apvehain the liLtory of Hungary, snd preiKUt dlillnct phaaea of [iuncarian Ufa, painted 
bi (kiwhif eolow, and interwoven with the vigoroua play of •Htdj ImaginKion."— 

X They Ira lenrly Bod dracripllvely wriltrn. Hud bIvp the retulpr a hetrcr inalehl Ints 
Ihf ancient uiil pec-uliar chamct-riatica ot thia people than can be galheied from imj 

Ihuoohi of the people better lliao anylhinn we have s^n."— Jf. O. Juamal and CoBrfcr. 

Into a language that ahe hu maalered ao aa 10 write ll with uncommon purity ud 

"This work clnima inure attention than la ordhiarlly given In hooka of IticliH. 
Bnch la Ihe aueticy and eorreetneit— niy. even the olcMy and felicity of alyla— vllh 
which Uadama Pulaihy writea Ihe Eniihgh Isniuaie. Ihal loerely in Ibii reaped the 

•'FrrahneBB of iuliject [a Inviluable In literature— Hnniary i» aail fieih groifcd. It 
haaheni trodden, but It la not ^ptneannaonhiphiniy. Thetalra and legendi are vary 



' Hadim Puliiky haa a apeclal hndnl of her own. The I 
Zipaen' la told with racy humor. WblmilHlly ihanril are th< 



I. The legend of 'The Caatls of 



: that fine old legend a mnreonhcdox'and'eiillyltii'crree Ibin the orlghial vertica 
. 1.. .: , -11 -.„ , Yjig HmigBj-ian Oullawa.' "— ieiutoi ,Ujk«wina. 
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THE lADIES OF THE COVENANT. 

HEHOTHS OF 

DISTINGUISHED SCOTTISH FEMALE CHARACTERS, 

Brabndiig O* Pniod o( tIieCoTtwuitMultheFM«eciLti<m. 

bt txk rev. jahbs ANDSBSON. 



OPimONB OF THE PRESS. 

* It U nilUeiL wltfi BTCAt spME uid m bsu^ tpn^Kthj, uid ibcnivdi hi biddmk of 
ners diu & romuilic laterMt, while the Ijpa of pl«9 It ditclHBa la Ibe nobtut ud 
Boit eleriud."— TT. 7. ^hkjvIU. 

" Seldom lui then been ■ more iDtenatiiig rolnme Oini Ibli lo our bindi. Slorka 
of ScoCtlth anaMng for the Aith hire altrari llinllod tia ; but here we bive Om nw- 
moinof di>liiigiiiihed./Wilacfaanelai. embncing the period of thuCDTsnant end Ilia 
FenecDtlon. with iDeh talei of berolsm. dcgUnii. trlila, trinmpha, or deaOii. aa nnu* 
Mbdnr, and deeplj more tbe heart of the teeder."— iV. Y. Obttntr. 

** 3£aD7 e vaaOaa in Iszad will havo her fejtti atren^Qiened, end her ie«l awiikeiiGd, 
■id bcr courage enimetsd efreih h; Qis eiainple Mt bcfora ber— by the cloud of wit 
ttew n of ber own ma, who ettaemsd ererytfaing— wedth, bonor, pleieare, eua. and 
We Iteelf— Tutly InfHlar to On gnce of the Ooipel ; and who freely oflared SvmelTto 
aid in thit ibey hid. to Iba Mrerelgn diapoeal of Him who hid celled ibrin with in 
boly calling; ucordlng lo hit purpoeeand %rm"—RiJtmond, (Va.) Wr'r^nan ^d 

"The Scotcb win read fldi book becBoee it commeinoratce their noble countiTWO- 
men: PretbyKriaiiawIll tlkeit, becaowltrecordatheeDdannce and trlumpba of didr 
Mlb; and tbaladlee will read it, u all inwreetlna memorial of what tbeir eez bu deoa 
In Irybig tlmea fin- truth end liberty"— Ck^""'^ Cailral CArtafm HmU. 

" It li ■ record which, while It confer* honor on the kx, will elevate the heart, and 
etrengthon it to the better perfomunce of eierj dulj."— JlidiaiomI (VaJ lUl(gitm 
Orald. 

■' The SoKendaut* of theee lalnti are among na, in Ibia Filgrbn land, and wa eus- 
•1U7 commend thia book to their pf nual.'— Flyeuni OU Coloity UamarijU. 

"There are plcOu-ei of endurance, truM, and dorotlon. In Ibli Fuliune of illBetrfoiu 

"Tbey abonnd wilh incldenli and inecdotet iUuitratlTa of the tlmea and we need 
^afcslf lay ere deeply iDtereitiDg to all who lake an Inlereit In Ihe prognw of chil* 
tianlty."— .ScwioK JvMma^. 

■Mr. Andflmnbea trealrd hb aabject ably , andhaiaec forth In iCrong llgtat (he en 
during feldi and connga of tha wirei and daoghtan of the CorenanlEra.' — jr. 7. MhlBtt 

" It la a book of great attractlveaoaa, baring not only the ryvabnoB of Borel^ bat 
•rery Ekmeot uf hl«oricalinIere«— Cwte Auffufidnr 

"Tbe antbor ii * clergyman of the ScotUib klik, and bai erecnted hLi nndertiklnt 
vtOi OiU apirlt and fnhieH which mlgbl be expected (rom one enjoying the beat admi- 
tagee fdr.tha diHcFwry of abacorv poinla in tiia htilory of Beotlabd, awl the wmj a' 
empathy wlOi the herolnei of hla own ereed.'— C^manrcfil Aitmttir. 
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BRONCHITIS, 

AND £im)REI» DISEASES. 

By W. W. TTAT.T.^ a. M^ iL D, Kbw Toek. 
In ZangiiOffe adapted to Common Smdera. 



CONTEHTS. 
Wti«t U ThroM-AiJ f 
What it Bnacbitii 1 

WbtC are ibe Symploma at Tb>m(-A9 f 
What ITS tb* S^miHoBaof Bioncbitil) 
WbM are tha Syrapunna of ConanmpliaD T 

How do peraoDB get ThmBl-all T 
Hmr da pertma get BroncliitiaT 
Bow do peiwtu g«E CooninpiioD ) 
Histoiy of B case of TbniM-Ail. 
Hulor<r pf aoaasof BfMicluCia. 
Hiatory of a case of (kmswnplton. 
The Fliilosopb; of TbroM-Ai]. 
The Philo*.pby of Brooehitia. 
Tbe Pbiloaopb; of CouaaaiiitioD. 
BoDcsaaniL TreatiDeDi of Uneeen CaiM. 
Shoald ConaamptiTe Fenona go SoDlkt 
Are Sea toyaget bsoeGcial 1 
What ara tlia Advanugea of Nitrate of SiliirT 
Wbac are the Advaotagea of Cod-Li<sr Oil { 
Tnaaence of Dyapepdc Due 
I* CeoaamptiDa ceamanics 
AdToetCf of ila Corabilit; by Uarahat 
Sir ChailM Scadamore, Sir Jamea Clark, Di 

Laeoneo, Fonmel. Bogee, Dr. Jainaa Johaaon, Mr. Wakelf, Lonia, Coi 
L Ftriah, Dr. A. Combe. Weatherhead, Kaya. Medical Joomal, London Lancet; 
Bialtbwall'a Recroapect. Hanklngi Abatract. CyclopsdiaofPruicical Medicine. 
Tableaof food. Tinu and EaaiiiHa of Digea&n. ita NDtriiiveneaa. 
ABTHHA, CROUP. Katon, Caaaea, and Principlea of TnalmaaL 
Spimuetrical Obcervationa. 

Nimemu Ca«a giTBD io lilaatratioD of (bo Viewa advaaced, 
CtaapCer to Theoiagical Btadenta aod Clorgj'ineit. 



John Hunter, BohitaBalin 
Carawelt, K»ana, 
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CHARACTERS IN THE GOSPEL 

QiLUSTSATHIO 

PHASES OF CHARACTER AT TEE FRESENT DAT. 

By Ret. E. H. CHAPIN. 

On« Yohtme^ l^mo.. Cloth — ^Fbioe fiO <^. 



IV. Fllato; th* Han <it tLs TnU. 
T. HlMdMHu; tlw Beeker tfter IMigkn. 
VL TliB Siitan at BcthMi;. 

■TiklThii^uHir'indla > ihln umctlTii ud IispnulTe. fh« bonk fumUbe* d 
■fnenbln bat nr; ueful Bad liutnictlia [Hdlng."— itaiBni Trmiditr. 

,. TbepnctleBl oi 
^_. Jj B»hiblt«l, in Ihe 

■• Thpj Hre forclblA In ttyle, TlfforonB bi thonglit, hkI eflmeal bi ipijil ; uid. idthouh 
prtfltAblj pnrUKd bj arerj mbd of cammnD dEBcrlmlnadoi]," — Courir ^'fflfvjnr, 

"Ai we mtl 111" p»p™, tbB refomin, the KntaillBt. the ikeptle, ths mm of As 
world, tliBmker, the una of ctitiUj ni of Mth, lond out from tha Scrlpnnt, *nd 
foin tbaniRlTU wilh oar own liTlDg world. Tha tuIuiim Ii very lutrudiifl. elaqoHit 
and qqlclioDlDf, full of thonirbli mnd purpoaei moat Tiial lo onr lib«nl Tiawi aC 
ChrluiutEj."— CkriBfn tnjtkir. 

" Tb« btOiDr of ddi work U well known u so eloqnenC iHtarer, wad tho«e who nud 



R«]er to redlu tbs tiiM tnithfulne 






of hU ojilslou, 




doq'nBit wort"-]<S^»'^»TM. 






" Mr. Chaplo hu u «•}, Bncrful 


1 rtrle, dhUt t. 


Dnctalas a» ooain™ of hi. plrt«r». 




lie. -nie reedor win and idmlroble 


dwVl™". 'a"" m-jit-bole^ome 


leuoni. uid > 




look for de^i .pirlniiJ rlew., nor 












" Mr. Chapln !• ■ grsphic pahiler 


, He wrilM it 


> > forcible, bold, and f«rle<i mu- 




witb M Ml -ri. 










iTercd b, Mr. < 


nimln fmin the pulpit, end iH who 






which bli eloquence Ihrowi Hriiund 








Oun^pi.''— OlAx A-'^itlf^^M.J 


to, uul wboai 


rnr nauh one win leid the 'book 
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NARRATIVES 

SORCERY AND MAGIC; 

FROM THE MOST AUTHENTIC SOURCES. 

Br THOMAS WRIGHT, A.M., F.R.A. 
In One Vobtnu, ISnw^ Ckth — PmicB 91.SS. 



NOTICES OF THE FRESS. 



"Thii ii one of the pleHantnt bookiaboDl witcbcnft thit We eTsrrmdt 
and Mr. Wrigbt tell* bii iloriei anJ conve;a hii infarmatiou with to maelt 
■inrit tod good wnM that we are aony he hu confined himMlf to enlj on* 
Jepartment of a aQlijecl which be ia mj well able to treat aa a wbola. 
Mr. Wright haa rewiillen the criminaL innal* of witchcraft in a aljile p*i>- 
fectJj free from an; important faulti ; and he baa itlnitrated hi* namti** 
by rich collateral ficts aa could be acquired only by long familiirily with a 
peculiar and exIaiuiTe branch of anliquarian learning. We do not ae* 
then that lbs farlunai of witchcraft have aagbt to hop* from an; narratoc 
who may attempt to anpereede bim." — Afhaucum. 

■■Tbia ii a Tcry curiona and highly inlemling book. It eantaint a aariea 
of popalii atoriei of aoreery and magic (the Aral chiefly) and their victims 
from the perind of lbs miilille agea down to that of the laat ■leculipna tot 
witdicTaft in England and Ajierica. Mr. Wright lelli Iheee atoriea adod- 
rablj ; and witKaUl irianing (heir efiecl a* iltuitralian* of the reipectiTa 
phaae* of corrupt or imperfect dviiization to which they were incident, hia 
clear commenta point ths (rath or philoioph? of the indifidnal caae indepen- 
dent of ita aabjeclion to general cauaea or infiuencc). The ange of infor- 
nutian in the l»al( ia Bilraordinarily wide, and it ii popularly eat brill 
throughout, without a touch of pedantry or a dull page." — Examintr. 

" From thia wide field Mr. Wright haa aeleeted two parte for illuitratioii 
n^ lonxTj and magic ; and mnil haTe deToted mncb raadiag and reaeancll 
to produce B CDrnprehrnnve a >iew of them, nnl only in England and 
Seoltand, but in France, Spain, Italy, Germany, Bwedao, and Nm 
Embnd." — liUrttry QaxttU. 
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LifB OF TH£ SCOTTISH GAVAf.IERS. 

Br WILLIAM E. ATTOUN, 



On» Volume, IZtho., Cloth — Peicb $1. 

■TiHa fDihu Monf to rtlrrtng ind piUietic evpnt^ and nitQ poeUc dncripUou 
of tbtnt ib>]l be ditr^BTddd, ws think Mr. Ajtoua'a pto&actioDa vrell csIciUjiied lo 
BuliiulD ■ hTOTlle fiaca ia pablis stdmUioa.'' — Uurwy Qaiau. 

*'llMbiil]ftd«iikqa«aoa«re«froDf]7liii£ed by daep DUionel feeling, ud remfoimw 
raider vt Uncmlaf 'a * Lpyt of Aiid«Dt Borne ;' imd, (rom the more picturmqiw uaXan 
tt the MbtMt, vre, wrhfipi, «fai itlll mora Uf hlj colored^ ^ EJrabdrgh alter Flod- 
dn,' ' Aa Seaa if MonvoH,' (nd ■ Uw BUtle of KiliecnokB,' an BBaisi wbicb acotolt- 
mm H^iiM wUUaglj lot dlr."— 3f« of Hit Tbu In IBSa. 

" ClioodBf from die ampla rasgf^ 4^ Boottltb hlaEory, occaatoDt vhicb are near end 
dflb lo the populjtT nmpetbj af bia countrr. Mr Aytcnjii, cGnOdFiit of the force of 
Btrong conTLctiena aud a direct appeal to the elt^mmlary emotioru orthehnman hear^ 
hai preaented ua elffhl noble 1h;b — dear Id teehng, alniple and dlreet in exprvaalon. 

If DOl u^of hli more f reteolloiu and oraameDUd cantemporarlei.'' — Lilaary WorU. 



THE BOOK OF BALLADS. 

BON GAULTIEE. 
One Volume, 12mo., Cloth — Pbicb 75 cts. 

■Bob OauUlar Une^, fala wit aactre, and Teraiflcatlon. renahied ■ 'Tarrow m. 
TUIed.' Ilie opnacola of Ihal bmnorons writer, lamehow manellouslj earnplUB the 
pRbeiiafle Hntera ef oar pabllaheti, vere yet uvknovD to AnerlcBn r«ders; tboa^h 
u occaalonai whiff md Btray aroma dI ibe choice rclumebadnowaud Ibea uimapired 
Ibrouf b tfae cetutjma of a iuA|ni7iDe or nevepnper. 

"Bon GwdUer'a Book of Ballada ia aimpij the witdeal HDd beat IhlDf of tlie kiii<! flsce 
a* Rejected Addreiaea. Ita parodiei of Lnckburc (in the Kpinlih BaHadB), of Tenny- 
eoB-Oda htnly algg-aoni pncrililieiv of Macantay (tfas aoimdiug Soman nnin), of 
Moaea (lb* •mS |io^J')< *"■ "''<" ■ dozeo olhen, ia Tarioua wnyj, asy of tfaeu 



JWanon t^escaut. 

Thb Abbe Phbto8T. 
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THE WORKS 
EDGAR ALLAN POE: 

WITH NOTICES OF HIS LIFE AID GENIUS, 

BT J. O. LQWELL^N. 7. WILLIS, AKD E. W. OBISWOLD 

In two Votutatt, ISmo^ vnth a PoBTaitT o* lai Autbob. 

Pmci, TVo DottABS xtio Firrr Cnm. 

f TliK PHEPa 
<■ fublMsd fer t)<ebaH4l<ilk{>moaMi4>Jw,lbL)iIirii 

BHikew* mny with It Iho fullMl racccM. IHunfetar, do- 

7 jt tntimoriAl ofljiid amguldrly-gEftfld writer And tmfonuDUa 

rfl dbtinguiitaed for Tljvnu Hkd Bdaiit* sulydfl, sid 

ba bH nntdoT«d Ibv vtmige bsdnatiDD of m^stGry ud 

ofmUlyiniU hii Bundon*— • dweUing i^od purtlo 



oltn, and • bcnlt; of _^ ^ , 

— 1 _ .L ^j,^ ^j^ giTing tbrir own Indlvldwil ejqvrier 



■toriai, that the erj^Dti of Et have pot aceuiUviHCBiTvdrBDd thoclunictenlwd 
■ realexUlenoe."— r*aiiilrl(Ala L<4rir. 
■■ Wc need sM h; thtl time iKjIusm wilt b* found rich hi faitcDecoul 

Did highly tnggettive compoaldon ; Ihoy ai« «U tbat remaiu to u of a nun 
wiioH uncommon ^«iliui it would be folly to deny" — if. T. TV^JU. 

*■ Mr. Poe^i lotpUectuBl chimctf n — hiB-genLu«— 4s itunped npoi aH.hii prodiifr 
tioni, and we thpi\ ii^aee tbooe hia wurire in the librvy Hnan^ Uioh bwtti not 
to be pulEd with."— JV. y. CnwiKTinaf ^d«rf£srr. 

holy poFtnIt jm- 

„_ . __ ___ _ _ _, ,__ ^ , accompany Lbem 

hi publio. Tb*y ar ' 



frmtmen liUnry bigEnulty uid moctlBmcal dextmcy of alyle and manass- 
mcDt aa any the country baa produced. Some of the tbl» in tlie eoUHrnon 
an u ootdulote and ■dmimljle u anycLlng of thoii kind in tho lanffoage.".^ 
JMUaryaatag. 
■* A euiu^lfltG ooHACtlDn of tlie worlca of one of the moat talentj^d and aingu- 

tenna.Hn imalyllc gettjoa. (If^pidB Is nearly unircinally aynlhelir — but Fog wu 

waJi^ or nuiipr, he would hi'gin at tha topaod build dawaword lathe iHiae; 

of \iio. And tiiia iatt proved Tiiul it woa Dot aU a manulhctar*— that Iba poem 
waa alao, b a camtio decree, a growth, a real plaut, taliiog rout hi the mind, 
and watered by tlia iprmga of llie aoul." — Aavdaf PiM. 

BmpB. whirti cuntaln i;ne of the moet piianinj nddiOon* to onr litcratum with 
which wB baiB mel for a ISng time. They comprlae tha worfca of Hie lata 
Eiljiar A. Poi' — piecea which for yraia have Iwien ^oing ' the ronnda of tha 

bear t'w ilinip (if true ^iui; and'if their repuiMIni be^na widi a-ftandr 
prouiiunt place In eu/ I 
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^ J08T PT7BLI8HED, 

JtffM Volume, ISnuh, cJirfA, Fbio 91.60, 

THE LITERATI: 

flOMB HONEST OPINIONS ABOVT 

ATITORIAL MERITS AND DEMERITS, 

WITH OCCASIONAL WORDS OF PEBSONAUTT 



MARBINALIA, SUSGESTIONS. AND ESSAYS. 

BY EDQAR A. FOE. 



AmoDg Ibe rabjaoU U 
w«ki aiba foUowing in 



PITZ GREXNE HALLECK, 
WILLIAM CCl.LEM BRYANT, 
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CHAHLES F. HOFFMAN, 
WILLIAM GIL MORE 61M1IB, 
J A MRS FEHIMORE COOPEB, 
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GULIAH C. VERPLJ^GK, 
ROBERT WALSH, 



n tha TolonB, irs cttlkiMmi on Um 



JOEL T. HEADLET, 
OEQRGE P. MORRfa, 
"■ ?AHKEafl 



NATHANIEL P 



THOMAS WARD, MJ)- 
RICHARD ADAMS LOCKE, 
HUFUS DAWES, 
JAMES LAWSOK, 
PROSPER M. WF.TMORE, 
OEORRt B. CHEEVEB, DJ), 

NATHANIF.L HAWIHOSKK 
BUPUd W. GKISWOLD, 
BAVARD TAVLOR, 
CHRISTOPHER pIaSF CRAKCH, 
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL, 
GOKNCLIUS MATHEWS, 
HENRV R HIRIST, 
LEWIS GAVLORD CLARK, 
KALPU HOVT, 
JAMES ALDRICH, 
THOMAS DUNN BROWN, 
CtURLKS F. BRIGflS, 
WILLIAM a. OILLKSPIE, 
EVERT A. SVYCKINCK, 



HENRY CAREY, 

LAtlQHTON OSBORN, 

EPE9 SARGENT, 

E, p. WHIPPLE. 

ROBERT M. BIRD, 

WILLIAM ELLERY CHAXNDKL 

WILLWM A. JAME3, 

CATHARINE H. SEDGWICK, 

FRANCES a OSGOOD, 

ANNE C. LYNCH. 

ELIZABETH OAKES-SMIT^ 

CAROLINE H. KIRKLANDl 

ANNA CORA MOWATT, 

ANN 8, STKPHFJfa, 

ESTF.LLE ANNA LEWKL 

ELIZABETH BOOART, 

MARY GOVE NICHOLS, 

AMELIA B. WELBY, 

MARGARET MILLER OAVTOSOK, 



SARAH M 

LYDIA M. CHILD, ' 

ELIZABETH BAR&ETT BBOWNIxa 

T. B. MACAULAY, 

CHARLES LEVER, 

BERRY COCKTON, 

CHARLF.S DICEEN& 

B. H. HORNE. 

FRANCIS MARRY AT, 

SIR F.DWARD GULWEE LTTTOIL 

THOMAS BOOD. 
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W. F. P. NAPIEB, C.B., COL. 43D BEG., kc. 

HISTORY OF THE 

WAR IN THE PENINSULA, 

AND IN THE SOUTH OF FRANCE, 

moH THB YEAR IBOT TO IBM. 
CompleM Id o» toL, Sto. Frlca Three Dalian. 
■■ KinM'* hlnoiT !■ nnidsd b* Uia criUea u m» of Ih* but nvntlTM 
Hut hu ncantlr b«<n wifcMo. Hli ilrle <i dJncI. forclUa, mnd Impatumu, 
cuiTliw tba mdac ilonc oTMn In *plw of talin»1f, thnnuh tcanei of tha 
Dui alln^ Iptaran and idnDtoraa HiU of aiclMinaDt. Mvijr of lb* noat 
dinlncuWwd and nmukalila man of EumpBui hLslorr igtm In thaaa pi^aa, 
and an ikalebad wttb fntt dlitlnctnaii o( aatUna. Napalaan, WaUnpon, 
aja tha characlaij of tha dnma 



tDgmaDlitlsnlhJi caani;; than Col. NKplar'i juitly ealabntad work, Thouch 
a fiiluil eombiltnt In tha fleld. ha li an Impartlij bJitoilan ; ha aipoua the 

t^ilna. and doai not concaal Itia reTolllni icanai of dnmkannHi, pillan, 

aimfl In thoaa mamorihla ca-mp&tKns- Wa think no civlUan cbronkclar of tha 
OFentB of thta dBAparata contest hqabaan aajoBt to Uia adranarr of hiin^ 

" Ninii'i Illitory, In addition to ila anparJar Utararj maiiti and (nilh- 
fol Idalllir, praienta ttrong citlini upon the attention of all AmarleaB 
dtiiani : bacaaaa tha author li a lai^t-ioulad phllanthnipiit, and as InOax^ 

tnrai of Spain, and hla portiait of tha mien in thai degndeJ and wratchsd 
coantrTi form a tirtiaal lanctlon of our RapuhUcaa Inatltutioni, far mora 
povrarnil than anf direct eulojr.^— F«f- 
" Tke aieallenejr of Naptar'i Blatorj raiulU from the wtller'i lu^ppr 

forth of chanctert. Tha mlUtary manceuTTBT znarcht and Atry onaat, tho 
whole whlrlirlnd Tlcluitudei of tha daapaiate Ught, ha daacrlbaa wltii dift- 



"THKiaadarof Napier") llliloiT Bnda sianyothBT aCtractioni, baaldaciha 
namUva of boltlaa, marchei, plnnder. taTaiei. aiogei, lUmiiahei, and 
flanthMr— fN ha leama the dreadnu aiili of a daipoclc goTemmant— tha 
Inharanl eomplion of the antlia ixatem of European monarehlaa— tha popo- 
lar wralchadnaa* which avar accompanlei the combination of a loidly. bin- 
trehlcal tjnnnj with tha •ecoiu aultiorlljr, and tha aiiuranca thai the ei-' 
UwrUon of both am aiienllal lo the peace and welfare of mankind. All 
thau leaaon) an derived from Naplei'i Hlitoir. which, hi eonnaUon with 
aecuracT of ita datalla, render all other n^ 
nu. II !i a laiga, naat, and dwaf Toluma.' 



EDWARD GIBBON. 
I18TORV OF THE DECLINE AND FALL 

THE ROMAN EMPIRE: 



IatwoToli,(TO. ?iIm Ht* DoQin. 
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JUST PUBLISHED, 

JioM Velttme, linto^ chthrPuci. 9\M, 
THE 

NIGHT-SIDE OF NATURE: 



aBOJBVS AMD CIBOSV-S1IES& 

BY CATHERINE CROWE. 

tVWailM 01 ■■■tttU HOtliKT," "MIAt »AW«n," BTV. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS. 

ni* book bMM or (UHorful dnun*. pr«nitfiiuRiti, tmcas, iiuMlU iiiifc 

tondiird •pWB, taMunvd Eowh, Mc. ud will ba rGod nilb InterMt bj main 

■■ ' • TO Wylnj ckim to comMerablf ulcnl, ud • 

m ill ibe nji, and orgsa her reunnliigi wllh 



■ nmddHlofwiw 



wlia ra>ll7 bell«(o all Aa nji, and orgsa her reunnliigi w; 

id aii|ii!rti«tor«l^rtml«o^ oT la- 



Bt of Ub ordlouT conne of crciia.—lt. I 



,_„ Jtoari coorw ol 

Mlia Crowa bai proTod boraelf ■ eanttU and in»i IndDBtHuu cosqiDer. 
a« hot Mlinwj latfridi from antfqiilH and from modem tltiKi. anil gins 
*> Sti^iA aid A-iaoikiii iradvi Oie gbort-niirlB* Unt OKd to fri^ten the 



, „ Oraaaa and Etm, ai t 

•ud In Qennai^HKl oOior eounnn tt 



4ad hi QBJuiaiii •od «1 

Itl>*iri«M^biaplilI 



._ , -d ooaifdinklB aCtonlon Id En|:Iimd. It bnat 

■ cabrlipauir affiilr, but !• aa biteUlfait butQirybitolliBaBKned <iu:B^egpK^ 
hw tboata ud appaiiliou, oui ■ prtcbolodcBl dlKuidon apon tta rflaaona 
UoBOH of ■ bdiof fa tbetr eiiaUBek— Boum f<ut 

bi OiU wmaAaMa wort, Waa Crowe, wbo wrtiea with tba vigor anct naca 
of awaiaaB(i[alroiWKIUoiadUghc<illlv(iloii.colIeetaltasmoatrrmukablH 
and botandieollcatcd aceouoti. mdidona] ud ncord^ of pnteroaBiTal tIo- 



, --_ ^ „-n Eiot lo DO dlapnled auwpt hjaetaii 

pBot Thej hare long been andlapiued before the world. The cla« of &cti 
are malnlj of t Uad thoujhibr mart peT(oiisloba''mTilninii^ but Ifaer* 
rm balbiuidmDcb ia the book caloelited Is Ibrow Ilgbt npon Uie bRvtofara 



fcjattJtQuip b enoifleDa. — Fre 
liii book la o» wblcb appean In a Ter? □pportine Urns to comsnnd ■*' 
' u. and should bs read bj^ wbo are deilnnu d( lufnrmiitlDD Is regard 



to thing* gtoeTBltj calMd nygbrlaat. rulatbig to the manifeataiu: 
agtrit out of man and <n blm.— TyonUs'. 

TU» la net enl; a earloni fau abo a rwj able work. II ti one of Ike 
Boit Intenatlng booka of tbe aeeaon — albtdt (hs reader't balr wHl occafdovjtl. 
if ilao on end aa be tumi over tba pafei, especially if ha readi aU«v fir Into 
(be Dlflib— 21n'i IhrtliL 

A Terr approprlata work for th«e daji of mTflterloni raptrlnn, bat one 
wUdi unwa that die aolhar hn glTcn Ifae tnUecIa npoo whicb ihe [reau 
lairtilaialila atody, and Imparta (ho knowledge derifed In a concin maniHr. 
•^Bmuit Ante Oatu. 

nUa la undonbtodlj the most l e nrnjl ahle book of iha nonth, and can h4 
dl to bitamt an daaica et feopie.— irattT-Cvi JoinJ. 

To die loreraof die ttrBntFeuid m^iTf Hnui In nitore, IhEi robima wfll pov 
!«•■ m auracUra talarosL— JC. Y. Tnuk-TtOcr. 

Tbe loTera of die marTeUinu will delight In III penuL— Cbia. AdeirttKr 
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CHAPMAN 



PlBSFECTlVE 



ipTchaulT«i 



NOTICES OF THE PHEsa 
■"nifl DfUlofi nifijwell bft proud of Mfl adminblfl work, hi dealgD ai 
lie b«otT, correcmrB). tni) fiuiah of atrls. In which the publShe: 

suchBT oT tllB »rt of Drawing. The mttbod la >o ihop 
Dd pn^TAulTe ; Itt m^ m vrlw, eiinct, end dearth Lidd 

rho f«i^]i7*f"lowt iM^gm'^nce, CUT fsU M^Ewome. Hi lemt, ■ 

It«, which mdT«lT sDTpuaefl uTtblriE that wo b^Ta vrcr net with i^uu 
Ihi difficult bnncb of tr%."—^iiru ef lb .J^ 
" Penpectire. li one of Iba oiogt dlfficoU braochei of dnwhig, md me the 
■H£t BuHceptiblo of verbal evpluuidoD. Hut ao clearly mro tb Bruictpkia dotel- 
]>ed in tiie beautifill IfBer-pren, wifl ao fiquifilely un Ihej iUiuOsWd by the 
D^kTij]^ that the pupjl'a way la cpencd m^t iDvidiLBly Co a thorough knowt 
d^Q of both the elements and applicmlioD of FenpccEfTe." — Houtt JamML 



and tbv typof r^h^ 



■Ttpective wlOi a matterlj hand, nie ffngraTingt an npa 
ihy nnnirpaaeod by any book with wbkh "' '— ''' — '-"- 



" Tbift number Is devoted to the explobation of PerapecfiTe^ a] 
diflkuh aubject with admirable cleunuH, precirion, aod compl 
platea and letter.preu of [hii wcrk am esecnlfd vitq UDComma 




of Aft will beroa^r bocomo an iiaQ«Tal pc 
will it HlttDmtf 1 



Hon of DDbUe education, and ai it !i mon enaily ualiuible, 
heeouidered ib indiapaiaabW part of oloBeBEUT lutruc 

It oulj rivalled by ita eitcellence, and flie artUtip Muuy o- -. 

only equalled by tiw dtgDilled bhs nd coauDon aeive eiempUAed 



;ry mechani, 

beoeflBiil b] 



" TTie mbJBct of PerapeclJm we ahonM Ihiuk wonid 
In the country ; indeed, aftei all, this ii the clua to be the : 
tound and thorcngh hiaOTiclion in drawing,"— Wi7«(il. 

" Fsmill mo hero to tay I renird yonr Drisrlng-Book aa a traanire. I waa 
■ bnnerbaT, and it wDa while daily follnwliu Ihs plough, that 1 bscanie ao 
qnainted with the flra number of Chapman'a Drawing-Book. I fouod In it 
)u>,twbal 1 declrcd— a plain, lUrc road to that excelleuce In the Art ol ArB. Uiat 
my boyish mind ba:l plcmred as heiuf lo dailrabla, the flrat alirp toward whleh 
I had Bken by maUng rude iketeliea upon my paiiited pliioihlieam, or ovng 
the bnm-dcor as my caacl, while with colored rottEttatomt 1 Drat took .enoDt 
Ihnn Nature. 1 am noA at CDlle^. 1 have a claai at drawings and And bi tho 
»Bvcral numben I have oblabied, the tree road for the teuher i3ao.'—Sarii 
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SKDirillEiililP'S 
FOUR SERIES OF TWELVE BOOKS EACH, 

FROM DESIGNS BY J. Q. CHAPMAN. 



Ftnt 8erla*-FrlM Oaa CeaU 

L Tom TfaitmVi Ptcmn Alplubat, In Rhjma. 

>, RliTnwi lor tha Nnnerj, 

a. I>nR]i BhfniH aboal Birdi nid Aniinil^ fiv llMa Boji nd O 

4. LIA OD du Fvm. In AmujlTig Rbrnw. 
& Tba Bmry-Book far Good Unls GitIl 

5. The Beacoo, or Wirninn to Thowfallea Bon. 

T. Hm Plctan BmA, •Uli aiorlH In Euj Wordi, fbr UtH* Bm 

S. n* LtldB Bkelcli-Book. or UHtul Objectt lOiutnteiL 

S. tlirtuTV of Domailic Anloula. 
10. Th* ifajHm of Blrd& 

IL Tia Utda Karftmkt, ■ Poetie Gift for CUUmu 
U. Ill* Book of fiia Bei, for the Innmcdon of Lictls Ballon. 
8MaHll Serloa— Pri« Twa Ca>Ia. 

1. Tha A B C fai Vem^ fo " 



& Tba GhrlitDwa Dnui oT Little Ctiarlet. 

& Th* Baakat o( SD^wbanlea. 

~ ~ ~ 'a Fonith of JbIt, a Epltoma of Aniarloan Blatoij 



IL Simpla Poeraa fa tnfaDt Wnda. 
13. Linia FoaoB for LlMe CUIdna. 

Tbir* 
1. Tha Alphabet la Rh] 



1. Tha Alphabet la RhriBe. 

S. The HoltlpUcatloa IWile la Rhnna, for Toonj ArlttuneMdaM 

3. Tbt Pnodcal Joke, or Ihe ChriKmaa Btory ot Ihiele Kel. 

4. Litlle George, or l^notaUoo RMbled. 

5. Tbe Vaunc AriAi 

& The TraTeQer'B SEor?. or me viuaga iHir.nooiB. 
T. The BandtJ and IntalUgaics of Ow Horaa. 
a Tha VouDE Sulor, or the Sea-LUe of Tow BowUae. 
•. The SelbE Girl, a ~ " " ~ " 



nr nnirer Alphabet, mad br the Deaf aad Dmeb. 

11. The Storr-Book hi Venn 

la. The FlowerVan, or Prenj Poema tar Good Uttle Chlldn 
Faarth SarlM— Pries Six CeaM. 



, JT Knigioaa, Chamdea, I t eb aa ea, ComnidnunB, ete 

4. Ths jDTBiUe Sandaj-BoiA, adaniad to As luproTemait of die Yam 
i. WllUam BeitoB and the BottertiT, with lla Intareallog Hlatorr. 
& The roou OlrF* Book of HealOinil Amuemnua aad Sunbaa. 
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NEW AND CHARMING WOEK, 

NOW PTTBLISHING BT 

J. S. EEDFrELD, CLINTON HALL, NEW- YORK, 



ENTITLED 



ilFOS®©!© ®[F 0[Klgg©ir yip's 

BT 

ACHETA DOMESTICA, M.E.S. 



■ ■JSSBTTB OF BPIUII) ITmr ntij. 

■ ■-ISSBCTSOF SUKMEB Knr iMd;. 

. -IBBECI8 or AUTOHH Hov nadf. 



EXTRACTS FROM EDITORUL NOTICES. 

'Tba'FintTtitor"IjpitBdae/In3iaLift," from the presa of J. 3. Hedfleld, 
Ifl Dcnr ready — amply illustnted, a fmMimlle of the English edition : a mon 
oharmiog book, frenh with the fTagTsneB of the oonntrj air, ud mtzaioal with 
the nulle of insect vin^, is not likely to he seen often. In the dearnewi of 
its type, the bennty of the illngtraliona, and the whole mnnner of its prasent- 
nicnt, ths " Episodes" fairly gives the lanrel to ila taateful and eDtflrpriaiiig 
pnbliaher. — LUtrary JFwH. 

II » ■ « • • jiaw that WB have intredaced yon, good itader, be plain with 
na, on yonr aoul, if yon know > cirde of fnende with whom yon wonld rather 
ipend a day than with these notable, gifted, companlonnble, and moat charm- 
inir insect-folks I Yon see thara is no hick of variety : there are grandfktban 
and fcnmdmMhera, brothers and aiatera, (crave judgeg and fbpe — though of 
better aort, and dressed in far pnrer taste than onr hnmons—pMriaians and 
plebeians, snblemnoan and parlor aristocrai? in the tree tops. 

" For a pnre snmmer's day, when old Sol hath warmed his next friend, the 
Earth, to the heart's core, frmt, oh t Benefloence of all things I that we may 
lie in some gentle loenst ebadow, hard by a fragrant bower, with a soiootb- 
flowing streum, onr only hnman companion this Redfletd with his Episodes; 
and shall we not be happier than the scnnrer of Waterioo, suler on the Bhine, 
climber of the Alps, with his Enstace or Mnrray I Believe ns, a bee'a wing is 
a migbtieT wonder than St. Peter's, and the wild fbwl standing on one leg hj 
a water-pool, mors contempUtive than ths pyramids of the deaeit ["~D«. 
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8 Honoca or 

" In tha l^inniDg of thg eiglitccntb oeotnTj, the will or an Englieli ladj 
wu ittcmpted to be Hit uide on the gronnd of Innacf, und the Bole boHi of 
the ettempt vu bar toDdneae far adlecting ineecta. Jt na thooght to bo en 
endence of Inunil; lo dovote so mudi time to each a trivial purBuit. Since 
that period, the adance of entomology lias beem labored upon and develuped 
bj aome of tbe greatest and wisest tncti, and we have all been taoght to nee in 
the nunntest rorma of inaect lUo further proob of the eiiatetioe and guodnaaa 
ofOod. If the ealtiv&tioa of this science had noother objeot than to manift^it 
the Daity, it wonid deaerve onr utmost commendal ion. Medicine and theartH, 
bovever, are indebted to tbe atsdy of eDtnmol(^7 for man; valuable dis- 
BOT«rie». The book under notioa is ono of espoiual beouly and utility, and ira 
haartitj thmtc tlie publiaher for his enterprise ia pntting- it within the reach 
of American readsm. It U worTli; of a place in eveiy family library. £Ie- 
gantly illuatraled and hnmoronsly jet chastely written, it iscalcnlated to unuee 
and inatraci alt doaeca of readoin." — CammeriM Advertiur. 

" An elegant repnUtcatJon of ■ recent elegant Eu^liab work. The author- 
whom we might, perhape, infer finm the feminine deugnation on tbe title- 
page to be a lady, »«j», in the prefaoo, that the wort waa not written with a 
view of teaching Entomology sa a science, bnt of affording anoh a measure of 
aequaintance with the habit* of Che inaect world a» might awaken t^ de^re 
for more exact and eystemaCio knowledge. Baveral of the more oommonly 
known inaects — the criobet, Che Sy, tbe ant, the apider, the wasp, tbe bee, ifeo., 
are taken as examples of Che large class of living things to which they belong, 
and acDOOnta of tbeir habita are given, illustnited with drawings representing 
them in the different stages of eilBlence. Tbe antbor is a zealous friend of 
aome of these little ereatnrea~-in one part of tbe book is a chapter on Che uaea 
of fliea, and another ia entitled tbe Defence of Wasps. The book la plew- 
iugly written, and will form an agreeable companion fbr a vacanC hour in thg 
■DBUJng Bummer." — SB*ii*ng Pott. 

" This is Cbe title of one of the most beautiful American publications that 
we have ever seen. The paper and print are of the nicest, whilst the crowds 
of iUnetradona are ' even about' the daintiest poesihte. The binding, also, ia 
all right, and the cover is blazoned over with golden spiders, and beetles, and 
butterfliea. The oonteiils are mmbling and spirited skelcbeii, ostensibly of 
Entomology, btit really on matters and things in general, oombining a good 
deal of amusemenC with a fiur amount of instmcticin. Each chapter is beaded 
with a correct enitraviiig of some noted insect in its varions Btairea of being, 
while at the conolnslon of each is a grotesque embellish ment, finely eieonl«d, 
of ini>eolB arrayed in armor, or in fcshionable Hz, in a etyle similar ta that of 
the inmenitions to Wright'a La Font^ne. Tbe letter-press is not of value to 
the scientlSa reader, but it mntuns mach that will add to the knowledge of 
people In general. It la written easily and trraeefitUy, and acoords weQ with 
[he deUcate beanty of tbe binding, print, and ongravinga of the rohnne." 

JfiwnMf PrMf. 

'^ ^iKitt of fittfet Lift. This is an elegantly printed and illustjated 
volaroo, oantainiag 'anChentio reoords' of tte insect world, wreathed abont 
with tha flowers of imaginatioo and funcy, admirably adapted to popnlurisu 
the subject. 
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" Wa concelre that there ia a peoatioT sppropmUneaa in tlias omameDting 
the Boience of Entomology. The rich bacy of tbe author of thia beaatifnl 
hook loa-J b« £dy likened to the liunriant verdure of leaves and flowers, 
unong wMdi Uve and sport ao many of the tribes described. These ichabit- 
imts of tbe world of verdnre nnd of the by-pkees and crannies of creation, 
with their thiy toils aod pleusurea — coold they have a more appropriate hle- 

" The gettdng np of the book is a really sfJendid specimen of tuata. Hr. 

Bedfield eboold be eieropted from the hits of a bug, or the sting of ■ 

mosquito, for the term of his natural life."— WAi?.fi»w»«. 

" I^Uoda of IntMt Ufe" Juat publiehed by Eedfield, ia the prettiest book 
ire reiDember to have seen since oar advent among books : batterflies, lady- 
birds, gnala, moths, and beetles, are moet eiquiwtely pictured, with all sorto 
of quaintvigDettes. Tbe descriptions are charming 'Episodes,' and the paper, 
prinUog, and binding, have never been excelled in this country. If you havs 
ever chased a butterfly, reader, go and buy Uiia book."— Xnidarioefar. 

" A pleaaing novelty is thia volume, both in its conception and in ila execu- 
tion. Tbe author personates the i/btm Cricket, (Achtta Bonwrtwa,) and cliirp* 
as ma«cally and damestiooliy as doea 'the Cricket on the Hearth' in the 
nMlodions 'Christmas ChinKS.' A more tasteful and attraotivs book has 
never bMit issued Ih>m the American press. Its exquisite wood-cuts, repre- 
senting by moet ingenious devices the developments and peculiarities of 
vaiiaoB inseot tribes, its Dne-t«itiired lily leaves, its blear, bold lettei^press, 
tbe cbarmii^ vivacity of ita style, its scientiflo information ixmveyad andel ' 
the type of anee^ots and illustration, its allegorical decorations, its keen salira 
and droll Esop-like moralizing — tbcBO all cb^n tbe eye to the volume, and 
make one quite enamored, not of the cricket only, but of his nnmorous com- 
peers of the inject world. Indeed we are almoet diepoaed to regard our friend 
Lyon, with hia magnetic powder, as a nort of wholesale murderer of innocence 
and beauty, and to nphr^d ourselves for having, by recommendatiou, become 
auxiliary to tbe extermination of any species of ' varmint.' Hereafter the lady- 
reader of thia volume whan in her garden walks she shall encounter tbe apider 
spinning himself down upon her hood or cape, instead of soreaniing ' Ugh I 
John, William, oome kill this ugly creature V will fondly eay, ' Coma hither, 
my ^sim diademA, spin for me thy pretty gosaamer.' The atroUer in the 
summer fields, instead of flying before tbe tuatp, will pense to admire the 
gracefiil evolntiona of tbe golden-winged but short-lived Vifpa the builder of 
palaoe-tombs. And throngh the livelong summer mght how shall we welcome 
the sharp violin-twang of tbe mosquilo, and ^eld our veins to tliia phlehot- 
oouring practitioner of the old school. 

" What a world of wondere is thrown open !o us in theae mere episodea of 
insert lift. Welcome, OTickel, to our home 1 In summer we will give thee 
whatever of garden space the sepulchred enclosure of oity walls aUowa, and in 
winter a deserted oven or whatever kitchen-range or cellar-ftirnace have left 
of that andent realm of domeatio joy, the hearth-atone and the ohimney- 

"This volume, following the order of the montha, closes with April. Wa 
hope therefore that there are othera in store. Tbe subject preeenta a delist- 
fol fleld of contemplation 10 the devont and inqniring mind." — If. T. Sid. 



"In B«apa, style, Mid iieouUoD, tbLi i« a moat tMt«fbIl7 elegant, aadntefiinf 
entenalning book. It !■ ■ graphic, aprigbtl; poitreilnra of the natural hisloiy 
of mpeatd, writtfia fbr popular reading, fr66 from BCientiQe terms, and aboimd-- 
log with auriona Euta, elegant deacriptioDa, hnmoioua anecdotee, and enthn- 
aiaatlo lutareat, relaUva to the habita, appearance, uses, troubles, Aa., of all 
the mnltitade of ophemenk ^The vork ia comprised is three volnmea, od* 
relating (o the Inaeda of Spring, another to thoae of Snmnier, and the third 
to tiioee of Antumn. Mr. BedSeld baa iasned the flist ; and in a atf le of typo- 
graphy and illu«lr»tion of remarkable laate and beauty. The engravinga ara 
exqoiaitely fine, printed in letter-pre^a, yet vith on elegance and flniiih which 
wM never attained on wood. Some new art baa been applied bere, evidenti;, 
producing extrsordinai? effects. These plates are nnmerons, ingenious, and 
taatefuUy di»poaed. It is a work vhidi will pve delight to all daaees of 
readers, mingliag idence and romance, anecdole, and Diet, taate and knowl- 
edge, with such skill and sprightlineM, that, whether taken np aa a book of 
laaniing or a l>ook of leianre, it will be equally Bure to please. The En^iah 
journals and reviews have been for some time pnusing it, and we are very 
glad to see it in thia elegant form, ao well adapted to win its way where tbe 
same useful knowledge, in a more homely garb, would find but little wel- 
ccme." — if. T. HeanftlM, 

"A Tolume of eaaaya, aketohes, and stories illastratlve of the haUtaoflnaeot 
Life. Its poeda and Imaginative style will atCraot sD wbo can appreciate wit 
and homoT, made aubsidisiy to the difi^iaion of interesting and valuable in- 
formation. The general appearanos of the book i> quite in harmony with it> 
literary eioelieuoe, presenting a modal of typography, &a." — Jownal <jf Com, 

" Epitoda qf Imael lAft, by Acheta Domeatieo, H. E. E. : Is the title of a 
brantiM volume, lllnstrated in tbe moat admirable and srtiatio a^le. Thla 
work ia a apecimen of typographical neatnees, and its contents nnlbld the wim- 
den of the Insect world in tbe most pleasing and fiindAi] manstr. It !» the 
volume of all othera, wMoh oor readers win take witli them during the snm- 
mer moDtbs to the sea shore or the bush. The anther, in a ^gle line, pro- 
vokes one to laughter and tliought, and eoDclndcs every sentence by imparting 
some nsefhl little bit of infonnation." — Soiton £!ttni«ir Oatttie. 

" This splendid volume is a reprint of an English work which has attuned 
a well deserved oelebiiCy abroad, and Is now introduced in a beantifb) form to 
Ameriean readers. Its author is an ent^naiastie entoma1<^at, and givea everr 
desirable evidence of belonging to that very smalt olaaa, the tme loven tj 
nature. Of pretenden to tbe simple taste which ia exhibited in tbne pages, 
niultitadea may be fbund, any where, but Walton, and White, and Davy, are 
as fiir removed tram such senUmentalists, aa angels are above men. Tbia book 
has points of affinity with the complete Angler, the Natural History of Sbel- 
bome and Salmonia. There is much poetry in it — not a little of rare and 
curious matter, and a great deal of acientiflo knowledge. It is written in sn 
auf end eleiraDt style, and is deslined to live. 

"Tbe style in which this volume is issued, is an honor to the American prees. 
The head and tail pieces to the chnptera, are in a hitrh style of art; and ara 
favorable apedmena of the perfection to which wood-engraving has attained 
among na. There are ttrw Arnarican worka which will compare with it in ^ 
pearance. Hobody will repent buying iW'—Old Oolong MmariBL 
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*■ We lutM iMd tikia work and fUl our intornt uul tdmlntion tiling, uid 
■treDgthaiiiD^, vitb ever; page. The anlhoress, for vc are told, ' Aoheta' ia a 
lady, deaervca all pnuB« ibr her work, end nu; well be proud of what she hia 
acoomplUhed. In thewordaofoue whoee opinion iawortb having, i.a acooant 
of his natural and oulcivaled capadt/ of diecemQieat of tliingi eBHnUally me- 
litonooa, and beanliAil, we can aay, that It the pablicatioae of tbe Use twentj 
yean were gathered together, we doubt if a wort more ohanning and delight- 
ful could be Ibiind, than tbia. We are lured inlo pleaeant knowledge out of 
• UiBSfDl igDorancB,' by the tempting fiotiODS, and < thin veils ' of &Dcy, Achats 
preaeota — her etyle too ia the meat agreeable, fiprigbtlj, and aplcy ims^n- 
able. She ia a chatly, charming author, * and no mistake.' 

" Thia Tolome, (wg have Been and read) ia the fliat of the three which fbnn 
the complete aeriee. All aorta of ioBecta, (bdr appearance, peraoaal, and 
habita individual, are well dlacnaeed, and the UluHtrBUonB given, are perftet 
genu. Ejea that love to ftaat on tbinga flindftti, and mtnt beautiftil, and 
thoughts willing to be beguiled into UBcfal and Intellectoal ■muaementa, will b« 
attracted arid enchained by the work, without a doubt. . 

Mb. UmmLn daaervea all pt^ae too, tiir re-publiahiog this gnoeful 1>oak in 
a atyle >o worthy of ita prototype, and we are oonftdeot that the apprecietiTe 
will not reat aatiafled with pajitig him merely in tbanka." — SoeAuitr Dtnmcrat, 

" Thia book, which Mr. Kedfield baa doue himself great honor In publiah- 
ing in aneh exquisite style, ia ■ fit annual fiir the summer bolidaya. TVe have 
no where, in late tjme, met a work ao every way chanuiug — the tnnding is 
beontifBl— Che paper and type perfect, and Che iUusCrationa adndraUy exe«at«d 
after the moat original of all original designs. But this dreea would be an ag- 
gravation after all, and a deapicable one too, if tha reader of thia first volume 
of three, which are given (o the nature, habits, and ' outward nianif^tatiou' 
of the Inaeota of Spring, Bummer and Antnmn, did not feel charmed, inter- 
eatsd and much inatruaed, by the perusal. The sl^le ia graceful, lUl of 
humor, and Qkultlesaly beaudM; and of all hooka, in which lovers of fiction ara 
charmed into the bondage and study of beta, of all at least which we have met, 
we prononnce this Che very beat. The authoress, ' Aoheta' ia a woman, so the 
Kevievatell us — aajsthst "the following esaayahave been written, not with a 
view of leeching Entomology as a science, but of affording anch a measure of 
acquMntance with tha habits of the Insect world, as may serve to promote Cha 
ulterior and more useful design of cultivating the mdimental seeds of system- 
atic investigation." We do not quote thie opening sentence of Che preface as a 
specimen of the style of the writer ; the reader who would not read the pre- 
fate through, perhaps, could not, we vesture to say, lay the work aside with- 
out eipreeaing, as we do, onr hearty sdmirstion ; nor without the hope that 
our people may prove in Che judgment Chey pass upwi it, a love for a range of 
light and usettal litaraCure, a Uctle exalted above the • Hilliner line.' "—Oniario 
£ep(mtitrj/. 

" This is a book for drawing-rooms and watering-places, and certunly high- 
ly novel and entertwning. While mingling the plenwut with the useful, it 
preaenta many beta which, however well known to naturalists, will liiaveaom»- 
thing wortUy of remembrance in the minds of the class for which it ia evi- 
dently designed — the votariea of &ahion and people of leisure, who rarely 
trouble the adencea, and when they do so, limit Chemselvea (o Che regular ten 
minutea of « morning call." — 1~ 
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" TUi !■ one of tba moat iBtenstiaf works tbat we aver porawd. It la 
trnlj origjiul in id oonoeption. The bkbiu utd pnimita of variona Crib« of 
the Insect raoe tn dcAcrjlHdj in Auoh & mannar la to giTe It the int^reat of a 
nnunirf, uid 7«t it is * thOTDngh ftdentiflc woA. The aatlior hu recorded 
their habits u we might euppoM one of their owa due of beinge would do, 
■abetitutiog reason fbr instinut, uid dothiog the inucta described, with Che 
KttribntM of nuukind, of wiona duse* of which thej ure mode the type. 
The eeaijB, says the author, ' were written not with a view of t««ohiiig ento- 
molo^ u ■ Biaence, but of ^ordiog ■□ch > meuara of aocjoaQtuice with the 
habits of the insect world, as ma? a^e to promote the nlCcrior sad more 
naeful design of cnllJTsting the mdimental seeds of ejitemalio Investigation.' 
The boolc is illastnited with namerona beaatifnl engnvings of different ia^ 
teata, and its meohsnkal execntion is superior." — Chrittian Frtmum. 

" One of the most durminf boots of this or anf other day ; eoDTeying a 
store of entomological knowledge, in a st;rlo the most smaaiog and dell^tfol. 
It is embellished with etctuogs on steel in the b«t style of art Tbe printing, 
(•per, typopuphj, and whole mechsniad appBaranoo, is moat orediUblo to 
llr. Redfield. We have marked some passages from the book, that will give 
oui readen a taste of its quality. But in Harpers' Haguine, (he living Age, 
and other periodieile, the author's pl^ifdl pagea have already been made free 
with to a ODDsiderabla extent ; and all who have read aa extrut will dealre lo 
poeaeea the entire volome."— .£i»toa Traiucr^ 

" This is an degant reprint of a very charming London book, the flnt of a 
series, embracing the TnsecTa of Spring. It will be fallowed snoceesive^ by 
the Insects of Summer, and the Insects of Antamn. The English pms extol 
tbe work in veiy high tenns ; and from a haety perusal, we are inclined lo 
think tbe book ean batdty be overpmised. It treats lbs snbjoet saientifieally, 
and yet femiliarly ; so that all olasaea of readers, who have any taste fbr the 
wonders and beauties of ITatare, wiQ be equ^y intereeted in its pages. 

Tbe style in which Ur. Bedfleld has issned this work has hanlly been sur- 
passed, in the typography and illastTetioas, by any work got up in this oonn- 
try. It is as elegant as an annual, and vastly more iiutreotive and entertam- 
iiig.^-'.Biimuif Mirror. 

"The volume is besutifolly printed, iUosbated with exqniute taste and 
humor, and written in ■ style which gives te the reanlts of mnch observation 
and study, and lo a subject repulsive to many, sll tbe dharms of a fury tele. 
The mysteries of instinct, as developed in the myriad forms of insect li&, fbrm 
B theme of inexhsnstiblB variety ; and the author has brought the ins^ntion 
of a poelio genius to its illustration. 

We do not venture to oonjecture who the author or autJioreas m^ be. Wo 
■uppoae this will be revealed with the subsequent bumbers of the series, for 
the subject is one that will so tempt the writer and the public, that neiUier 
will be coDlenC with a single volume." — AHanjf Allot. 

"This is a remarkable work. It treats of the moat inl«resting peculiBities 
of insect bfe, but mixes with ite sketches poetic, romantic and ^dsctic dis- 
ooursee In abundanoe. The style of the writer is elegant, and the mechanical 
ereootion of the book espedaJly flue. It aboands in quunt cdates, which adds 
much to the intereMi of the Uit."—Ziok'i MtroU. 
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" A rare and very beautiful book npon bn^ ; the poctr; of iasoct lift : a 
new snbjcot for tlie fancy, but weH Irealed, bo aa to ftirninh inatrnction with 
fltttortunment, and being embellished with numeroaa ent^aviTigH, and el^ 
ganilf prinled, it tbrms a handsome volume for the parlor." — N. ¥. Otterctr. 

" A book for young and old, of more than DBoal ioterest, ia ' Epiaodes of 
iDHect life,' pnbllahad b; J. S. RedSeld, New York. The plaa of this Ca- 
miliar entomological treatise, if ao graic a word a* b^atise may 1m used, i> 
' novel and attractive ; and the reader is led on ttom page Co page, and ^m 
chapter to oliapter, almost aa if lie were poring over a ramance. Tlie charms 
of poetlo aasociation, allegorio &ble, and moral analogy, are all hronght into re- 
qnisltioa by the anther, who has snooeeded in the production of ■ moat do- 
lightfnl work, which the pnbliflher has profusely embellished. Borne cf the 
Ulnstratioaa arequnint enongh. We heartily recommend 'Episodes of Insect 
Life,' aa a book from which all readera may gain aiaaaement and InBtracdon." 
Artkvr'i QautU. 
" The lovers of Natnral History will find a rich treat in this benotiful volnmB. 
Avoiding the dry details of atechmail nomenclatnre, the genial writer describes 
the curiouB phenomena of insect lllb with the delightful Bimpiii^ty and nnction 
of an enthnsIoBl for nature. Even if the work were not recommended by the 
Client and fullness of ita information, it would ntlll derive * perpeloal oharm 
tram the quaint linmor and delicate beanly of its atjlB. The cmbelliahmenls, 
with which it ia profuaelf illuatrated, are engraved with great softness and 
fidelity. No book lias recently been isHued from the New Yorlt press which 
presents a more creditablo apecimen of elegant typography." — N. Y. TrUunt, 

" A new work, published by J. S. Eedfleld, of this city, on the ' Episodes 
of Insect Life,' is one of the most intereatitig and beautiful books of the 
present season. It is an Bvo. volume of 320 [mgos, profusely illustrated with 
engravings, eiecnted with great beauty and fidelity. The genial writer da- 
teribea the curions phenomena of insect life with the delightful simplicity and 
□notion of an enthusiast for nature. The value of the work, fbr the extent 
and fullnaas of ita information, is thr beyond ita mere price, and its interest is 
greatly enlianocd by the delicacy and quainlDees of ita stfle. Its typographi- 
oul aiecution is in the highest style of the art."— S«r»' Famils Viiiior. 

*' This work is playfully written, and contuns much that ia interesting, and 
will be new (o most readers on the subject of which it treats. It ia very jirettily 
illastmtad with well eiesated engravings."— .Bm/m BaUy AivertUer. 

" This Is a vei7 agreeable book, wMoh has attracted considerable attention 
in England. It is not intended aa a scientific work, hnt rather as a popolar 
treatise, ahowing the natnre, the habila, and tbe life of the insect tribes vh\c\i 
crowd the earth and awann the ur. Tbe author def^tds the ordw of nature 
in the insect creation, and shows their naea in the great ecraiomy of nature. 
The Tarions kinds of insects are arranged in the order t^the monttia in wbidi 
they make tfa^r appearanoe, and «s the four first months only an exbaDSted, 
we infer that the volume before ns will be followed by others npon the same 
■ubject Iftheyareas well written aa this, they will find many readHs. The 

book is beautifully printed, and ia iUnatnted with nameruna engiavingi." 

Prcnidtnea Jounial. 
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"Thl* is ■ very inlarating Tolnon, aud viU ba foaoA > moat attmlivt 
Vork to ill agw, for, while il ii amniuDg knd plkffOl in its luignage, it is T»- 

plsu with valuable informBtian. It in an Mconnt of llie babita ol tboie ioMtcU 
whiob appear vitb lu in tha spring. IC deBcribea tlicir varioDB tronafarnutiona, 
thair cliangeable atatM and Gonditiona, witbont the nse <it hnrd tecbnlcal lan- 
gmtgai'bnt moal intelligiMy to the Reueml reuiter. It might be culled Sdenc* 
made plennara, or Fact made f^dful. The work ia eiubelliahed bf tminflroD* 
eogrevinga, but at tbo prcMnt time, the air and groond Is ftiU, and the whde 
&ce of notaro lacnia with illiutratioaa to thia agntabla work. A flnar ap«d- 
men of typogniphj ii rani; nan, and we commend it to all those who wonid 
«e« in nature conatant UlmtrBtioo* of the power and goodoeBa of ita great 
Creator, whoaa every work doth praiea Him. — i/naari Daiij/ Aiairtittf. 

" Tbia beanUnill; printed and iUnatrated work ia not indebted to its me- 
ehaiiical exacntion, aolelj, fbr ila attiwAivenesa. It ia writteain aa^le aiDgu- 
lari; AiBoinating, and ahoTinda with lacto ragordhig the Insect tribep, whiob 
would rivet the wondering attenUoa of the reader, vnire they presented throagb 
tlie medium of a less attractive ttjic. It ia evident that the antlior baa not 
written thla work merely for name of the thing — Qor was he prompted to the 
task aolelj for the good it might do— for lliere ia a gemal feeling pervading the 
book, which ovldencea that he baa a love for hia subject that renden it B 
plooaoDt pastime for him to prepare nuch a volume. The volume wa>4 writ'en 
for popular drcalation, and will not therefore perptei the miada of the uu- 
IniCialed by the use of Bcientldc lenns of deflnlUon. No reader can liul of en- 
tering witb hearty sympathy into the toliloqn? of the author as he is roused 
from hia revery by the chirp of the cricket on the hearth, whom be captures, 
and thia bmiliar maimer will inaura readers who would be repelled fiom a 
vork of more dignity. 

" AknowUdiEe of, the phenomena whiah theidtlDceof Entomology exhiiuta, 
b uaefiil to the heart as well as the head. The wonderful instinct of many of 
these insects, ia a demonatratioD of the existence of a Creator who baa gifted 
them with the &cully of adapting means to ends which aecnre their highest 
usefulneea and bappaness. That tlila instinct b a faculty spewalty imported, 
and not the msolt of the creature's owo thought or reasoning power, ia evident 
tram the fhcl thai ha has no faculty of overcoming any obetaela which may in- 
terfere with the uniform operaUon of that instinct, even though it might be 
overcome by a for leiw eieroisa of contrlvanoo and foreaigbt, than ia displayed 
in that instinct itnJf. The intent of this volume is not to teach Natoral 
Theology, but it nevertheleaa doea ao, and, like many worka of timilar charao- 
tar, ia valuable not only for what it imparta, bat what jt ani^eBla," 

Wavtrley MagaaiKf. 

" A beauty of a book I As the Irish say when hungry, a hralk of a book 1 
It does not t«ach Bntomolofry as a science; hut, in a manner, st«als it unto yon, 
while yon si« only nnbending your mind by watching the habits of the insect 
world. Here you have a delightful miirtnre of natnral history, obeervatton, 
aneodote, poetry, and moralidng, which it will be well worth your whils to 
mabe your own. The getting-np of the volume ia exceedingly handaome, with 
lovely paper and print, and flill of illnatnitiona. Children would devour It, 
and eat it oTar and over again for the fiftieth time. Every copy eold, in tat* 
to be worn out with ooaalant nae."— Pvrttmt Btefrdtr. 
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" This ii one of the most cbftmiing booki wo have seen iuaed from the 
New York prena in imny a. day ; and it comos to us most Bpproprialdy U tlie 
Opening of Bnmmar, when the people it doMribea oonjB into active Bfe. We 
elnioit ftel disposed to apologiM to tho publisher for beiDg eo long in notidng 
It. But by Bome 'umowerd' cironmstmiee or other, it paesod beyond oar 
reach. We could not help imagining tbnt, according to » natural lav, ea great 
was itB attraction, tho copy hid on our tnblo either carried off BOmebody, or 
Bomehody carried off it — the Hume thing to us — 90 that we oonld not do it jmt- 
tice at an earUer day. We DOW, though late, pay oQr respcole to it. The paper, 
the- type, the eiqniaite delicaqy of tho engraving, the toBtefUl style of the 
binding, the enohanting nstnie of tbe subject, snd the fiudna^ng maimer in 
whiob it is written, render it altogether a gem of its kind. Most of the busy . 
goU-eeeking race'of mankind, cere but little about natural liinlonea of the 
iiWMt people ; and ftironraelf ire mnat aay, that in our boyhood daye, we never 
eAred-tolook ftrther aroong this people than thebntterflyand the bee; loehnae 
tbe one woe among our greatest pleaaures, and to be chaeed by tbe other, among 
our greatest terrors ; for who wonld not dread the sting of a bee ? To those 
who have found the minute and syBtematio daeBiflcatioQ of Rirby and Spence, 
of Bonnie and Jardice, of Burmeister and Westwood, dry and uninteresting, 
this volume will be s desideratum, as the author has made 'philosophy in 
spirit Bdence in eameel,' and thrown oronnd ths suttject such a ' charm of ad- 
VBEtitions interest «nd reflected consequeooe,' as renders it wholly irreaiadbio. 
If, then, any of onr readers have one single grtun of tuste for tbe fine arte, or 
curiosity to know anything about the antics of the cricket, the winter life of 
the fly, the aeronautio expeditions of the spider, the transformations of the 
ulk-worm, tbe art of war among the wasps, the polilicol and domestic economy 
of the bee, and the navigation of water^devile, eo culled, he will here find tha 
whole Invested with an interest which throws the Arabian Nights and Bon 
Quiiote into the ahoda. Tii* gives roarvellouB faa»—Oie*» but marvellons 
•pOiurm. We prophesy an extensive circnlaUon fbr this volume." 

Ci~ IiUdliftneer. 

" We have recdved * copy of this beautiful and inslruoOve work, and hsve 
perused * porUon of it^ contents with unusual satisfiiction and delight. It is 
giaceftitly and enlidogly written, and gradually involves the reader in tbe 
■tad; and inveatigBtion of a hnlnch of natara] history, which he might never 
have penetrated without the literary indncements and charms of s book of this 
description. In addition to its Intrinrio merits, it is a beautiful onpmoDt, sod 
will rank with tlie finest annuals of tbe di^."—Pmn. SMtmum. 

" This is • remaitable prodnodon, dedicated to !Srhy sod BpeDCe, the wall 
known entomologists, and to Professor Forbes, the interesting bistorisn of 
loola^cal instincts. The object of the work is to give, in an hiterestii^, at> 
tractive, and amusing fbrm, sketches of the lubita of the insect woiJd. It il 
besutifnlly got np, and ibonnda in qnoint and hamoroua iUnitratioDs." 

" This is a series of very entertaining essays by an observer of nature, and 
written with a view to direct attention ia the habits of the insect world. The 
aathor does not confine himself to the sul^ect like a teaoher, but rambles 
phaaantly about like an amateur. The work is beaatifUly printed, and Toif- 
nifloently illiwbated."— PMoiitpAia Ztdfftr. 
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« Thi tille of Anine HooiMye'i Yolome ii 60t to bo lileraHy andantcnd- 
'Tbere b more id iltbufilli at 6rat npon lbs t^mpanam of our iDlelligeore. Tba 

tbaatiicat green-roami. iLiaatbor illowi himself greater Ulitaile. Adopting t 
trite mono, be declares tlie world a alage. Hii i^failoaopbera and aclreBaes corn- 
priae i multitude of clauea and cbarecterSi be Rods lliem everywhere. Artiati 
ODd tliiohen, wnmen of rHsfaiun and freqaeoten of coorta, the bier of idencs 
and the fiTored of wit and beaat;— Ihe majority of all iliese, eccording to hi* 
fiotaeticBl prefice. are philnmpherB *Dd aclreraeg. Out; on the stage and at lbs 
Sorboooe, he malicionsty remarks, few actreHeiBad philosophers are to be foand. 

colt to find one eiaclly apprnprlate to a Tolnme bo dBiallory and Tsiied s> cbal 
oTKiiBSBsyB. In tbs oae leUclBd be has studied antilbeCical eBect, as his coan- 
tipDeo aiB piDDStodoi bat we are not disposed to qnarrel with his choice, wbich 
waa perhaps as good asooatd bemads. Pbilosi^hers certainly Egore is hia pages 

tKMes, too, are there — actresses as tlie; were in France a centoi; ago, riTBlling, 
Ja tashiuo, Ininrj, and elegaoce, the highest ladiea o( the conit, who, on their 
part, often vied with them in disdpstion and eilraraiitance. Bat Honasaye Is 
a versatile and eicnraive genins, loving change of snbject, aceno, and eetitoryi 
and be skips gayly down the stream of tlnie, from the day* ot Plato and Aspasia 
to onr own, pansing beie and diere, as the bncy takes hfm, to Old] s flower, pcrim 
> motal, Dt tell ■ Ule." — BUukrooJ'i Magaxinc. 
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